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CHAPTER I 

" Seven, and nine," said Mrs. Lavington wearily, " are 
fifteen/' 

" Sixteen," corrected her daughter. 

" And Sarah's wages to be added ; that makes " 

Miss Lavington walked to the window, and, drawing 
aside one of the muslin curtains, looked out into the 
street. 

Her mother was in the habit of paying her house- 
hold bills once a fortnight; and on every alternate 
Monday morning the writing-table in the little draw- 
ing-room of No. 101, Ovington Street was littered with 
what she called "the books" — a greasy collection of 
thin volumes exhaling a doubtful smell. 

Mrs. Lavington, pen in hand, paused in her calcula- 
tions. Leaning back in her chair, she gazed at her 
daughter in silence, and her face wore a troubled and 
preoccupied expression. 

A ladylike, middle-aged woman, her hair already 
streaked with grey, she still retained the traces of 
considerable beauty. Illness, however, and a per- 
petual struggle with weekly bills, had left their marks 
upon her delicate features ; while nightly dreams of 
overdrafts and visions of dishonoured cheques were 
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2 LOVE'S PROXY 

responsible for a certain nervousness of manner 
which, on Mondays, would even approach a sup- 
pressed irritability. 

It was a wet morning of a wet June. Two men 
were pushing a hand-cart laden with flowering plants 
through the street — a bright patch of colour bringing 
the surrounding monotony into yet more dreary relief. 
Katherine Lavington turned quickly away from the 
window as one of the men, espying her, held up a pot 
of gaudy pelargonium. As she did so, her mother 
hurriedly withdrew her gaze, and began nervously to 
turn over the leaves of the butcher's book. 

"It is very odd," she exclaimed, "that Sarah can't 
manage to keep it below two pounds ten." 

" You should have brought me up as a vegetarian," 
said her daughter. " Perhaps you would have done so 
if you could have foreseen the future." 

Mrs. Lavington winced visibly. 

" It's the servants," she replied hurriedly. " If they 
would only eat other things — rabbits, for instance, 
sometimes — but they won't. And vegetables are 
very dear in London, Katherine. The greengrocer's 
book " 

"Farinaceous foods," returned Miss Lavington. 
" To be sure the dairyman's book would be heavier — 
we should use much more milk." 

Mrs. Lavington moved impatiently in her chair. 

" You never will take anything seriously," she said a 
little irritably ; " if you did " 

"If I did," interrupted Katherine, "I should be 
wrinkled at one-and-twenty," and as she spoke she 
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looked beyond her mother at the reflection of her face 
in the mirror above the fireplace. 

Mrs. Lavington's irritability vanished. She took 
her daughter's hand and stroked it lovingly. 

"Poor darling!" she said with a sigh. "The 
wrinkles will come quite soon enough." She paused, 
and looked nervously, almost timidly, up into the girl's 
face. 

" Katherine," she continued, and her voice trembled 
as she spoke, " you mustn't be angry with me, dear — 
but you don't know how it troubles me when I think 
of leaving you alone in the world. If I could only live 
to see you provided for, I should be content. I should 
be glad to go then, I think." 

Katherine made no reply. 

" If there were anybody else," continued Mrs. Laving- 
ton rapidly, as though forcing herself to plunge into a 
disagreeable subject, " I should not urge it ; I am not 
worldly. But there is nobody else, and you have so 
few opportunities of seeing people, or of being seen. 
Sir Henry is not quite of our class in life, but " 

" What is the use of talking about it, mother ? " said 
her daughter wearily. " I don't want to marry any- 
body. I am quite happy as I am." 

" But he is so devoted to you, Katherine. He would 
make you such a good husband — I am sure of that. 
Why cannot you try to like him? " 

"I cannot," said Katherine under her breath, as 
though speaking to herself. 

Mrs. Lavington looked at her perplexedly. 

" You would become attached to him," she replied. 
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Katherine turned from her impatiently. 

" I wonder," she said, " how it is that you cannot 
understand ! It is not the man whom I hate. He is 
— well, like any other tradesman, I suppose. I have 
no doubt he would make an excellent husband." 

Mrs. Lavington sighed. On any other subject her 
daughter was easy to deal with. It was not the first 
time she had reasoned with her on the expediency of 
accepting a man who was evidently very much in love 
with her. Had Katherine's affections been given else- 
where, she would never, as she had often told her, 
have urged her to take Sir Henry Lorrimer, simply 
because the latter was head partner in the firm of 
Lorrimer & Company, upholsterers and furnishers. 
Mrs. Lavington, as she had said of herself, was not 
worldly; but because she was poor her pride was easily 
offended. With good blood in her own veins, she had 
married a man of good family, the possessor of a 
moderately large property and an income amply 
sufficient to maintain it. 

Unfortunately, Mr. Lavington had fallen a victim to 
a mania for speculation; and, equally unfortunately, 
his speculations had at first been successful. And 
then had come reverses. In the endeavour to recoup 
his losses, a venture in an unlimited liability company 
had brought about irretrievable ruin. When their 
only child, Katherine, was twelve, the Lavingtons 
found themselves reduced to living upon Mrs. Laving- 
ton's fortune, which, with the proceeds of the sale of 
her jewels, was all that could be secured from the 
wreck. 
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An annuity of five hundred a year, which had been 
bequeathed to Mrs. Lavington in her prosperous days 
by a wealthy uncle, ceased at her death, and thus the 
money left for Katherine to inherit at her mother's 
decease was a mere pittance which would barely suffice 
to supply her with the strictest necessaries of life. 

It was no wonder that anxiety for her daughter's 
future had often come between Mrs. Lavington and 
her rest. She had borne her reverses of fortune 
bravely until her husband's death, which occurred 
some three years after his financial failure. After that, 
her nerves had broken down. Trouble and anxiety 
had caused a weakness of the heart, to which she had 
always been liable, to develop into actual disease, and 
for two years she had felt intuitively, though her 
doctors had never admitted as much, that her life 
might end at any moment. 

Perhaps the bitterest pang which poverty had 
brought Mrs. Lavington was that caused by seeing 
her child grow up into a beautiful girl, and the 
knowledge that her extremely limited income would 
not permit of her giving Katherine the advantages of 
the class in which she had been born. There were 
no rich relations to come to the rescue and give the 
girl an opportunity of being seen by the world of 
society. Mrs. Lavington, it was true, had a sister 
who was wealthy enough to take a house in London 
for the season in which to give balls for her daughters. 
But Mrs. Lavington's sister had never forgiven the 
Lavingtons for losing their money in so foolish and 
unnecessary a manner ; folly being ever resented more 
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severely than knavery in this workaday world. More- 
over, her daughters were a pair of remarkably plain 
young women, while her niece was as remarkably the 
reverse. 

In August and September, when London became 
too relaxing for her, Mrs. Lavington and her daughter 
were wont to spend a few weeks at a quiet and 
inexpensive seaside resort on the east coast. It was 
in this very watering-place that the Lavingtons had 
made the acquaintance of the individual who, had 
Miss Lavington given him the faintest sign of 
encouragement, would have asked her to become his 
wife. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer, middle-aged, inclined to 
corpulency, and a knight, had been a visitor at the 
hotel in which the Lavingtons placed themselves 
en pension during their six weeks at the seaside. It 
soon became evident to Mrs. Lavington that he was 
greatly struck by her daughter's beauty. A slight 
uncertainty as to h's, however, which the Lavingtons 
were probably the only people in the hotel to 
detect, had betrayed itself during Sir Henry's con- 
versation at meals. This had caused Mrs. Lavington 
to be only distantly polite during the early days 
of their acquaintanceship. Fate, or a half-sovereign 
bestowed on the head-waiter — Mrs. Lavington pre- 
ferred to attribute it to the former — placed Sir Henry 
Lorrimer next to the Lavingtons at the table d'hdte, 
and the mother and daughter were obliged to confess, 
after a few days of his society, that he was both civil 
and unpretentious. He made no secret of being in 
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trade, and Mrs. Lavington recollected that he had 
given a very handsome sum of money for educational 
purposes some two or three years previously, and that 
for this and other public-spirited actions he had been 
rewarded with the grade of knighthood. 

There was a certain simplicity about the head of 
the firm of Lorrimer & Co. which attracted Mrs. 
Lavington, while his constant but unassuming courtesy 
and consideration for herself and her daughter went 
far towards removing prejudices which an occasionally 
misplaced or forgotten h had at first aroused. 

She found herself considering that, after all, the fact 
of being in trade did not necessarily prevent a man 
from making a worthy husband; while Katherine's 
good blood and good looks combined might easily 
enable a rich husband to present a respectable figure 
in the class to which his wife belonged by birth. 

But Katherine herself was absolutely indifferent to 
the effect she had produced. She was by no means 
unconscious of it, and indeed it even seemed to 
afford her a certain amount of amused gratification. 
Matters had progressed no further than this when the 
time arrived for the Lavingtons to return to London. 
Sir Henry Lorrimer, who on his arrival had announced 
his intention of only spending the inside of a week at 
the hotel, had delayed his departure until the same 
date as that of the Lavingtons; and as he assisted 
Mrs. and Miss Lavington into the hotel omnibus, he 
proffered a nervous request that he might be permitted 
to call upon them in Ovington Street. The frequency 
with which he availed himself of the permission to do 
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so, the boxes and stalls he would send for theatres and 
concerts, the flowers which so often brightened the 
little drawing-room, had caused Mrs. Lavington to 
feel it to be her duty to talk to Katherine seriously 
as to the advisability of considering him in the light 
of a future husband. 

Mrs. Lavington was at a loss to understand why, 
her affections being absolutely free, Katherine should 
exhibit so marked a distaste for the idea of marriage 
with a man for whom she had evidently no personal 
dislike. In vain she had represented that it was not 
fair upon Sir Henry Lorrimer to encourage him to 
come to the house and to accept his hospitality and 
his flowers if, should he propose, he was to be met 
by a refusal. Katherine had latterly manifested an 
extreme impatience when the possibility of his pro- 
posing was mentioned, and her mother, divided be- 
tween a sense of parental duty and unwillingness 
to discuss a subject which was evidently unwelcome, 
had not known what to do for the best. An un- 
expected increase in the weekly bills, however, never 
failed to give Mrs. Lavington the necessary courage 
to return to the distasteful topic. Latterly, too, the 
frequency of the heart attacks which threatened her 
life had supplied her with a determination such as 
an additional sovereign in the butcher's book might 
not have been able to excite. 



CHAPTER II 

"If you do not dislike the man, why cannot you 
make up your mind to marry him?" said Mrs. 
Lavington, looking at her daughter wistfully. "He 
is devoted to you, Katherine," she continued. "Any- 
body can see that — and for a man of that class he 
is really quite presentable." 

Katherine tapped her foot impatiently on the carpet. 

" He has never asked me to marry him/' she replied. 

"Because you have given him no encouragement. 
A man of his age does not care to risk a refusal/' 
returned her mother. 

" But I don't want to marry him : I wouldn't mind 
living with him— » 

"Katherine!" 

"I mean," replied Katherine, "I wouldn't mind 
marrying him, or any one else, if we could just agree 
to live together like two friends — if there was nothing 
else, you know." 

" But, my dear child," said Mrs. Lavington hesita- 
tingly, "it couldn't be ! Those things form a part of 
the duties and responsibilities of our sex. We cannot 
put them away from us, unless we choose to devote 
ourselves to a solitary existence. And you are not 
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10 LOVE'S PROXY 

one of those women whom Nature intended to lead 
a single life/' she added, looking at the girl's hand- 
some face, on which a look of disdain still lingered. 
"You have too much beauty — and too little money." 

"It is always the money," said Katherine wearily; 
" if it were not for that, I do not think I should mind 
a solitary existence. But the other — it is odious to 
think of ! " and a little shudder of disgust passed over 
her features. 

Mrs. Lavington looked at her doubtfully. 

" But, Katherine," she said gently, " marriage is the 
natural condition of women. We have no right to 
rebel against Nature — and a good husband, such as I 
am sure Sir Henry would make you, is not a blessing 
any woman can afford lightly to throw away. I think 
I understand your objections, but I do not think you 
should allow them to interfere with your chances of 
happiness and freedom from care. You do not realise 
how hard a struggle life will be on the income you 
will have when I am gone. And you were born for 
better things," concluded Mrs. Lavington with a 
sigh. 

Katherine smiled slightly. 

"You talk as though I had the opportunity of 
making a great marriage," she answered, " when, after 
all, I have the possible opportunity of becoming a 
tradesman's wife." 

"Oh, my dear," exclaimed Mrs. Lavington, "dukes' 
daughters are glad to marry people in trade nowa- 
days. It is quite a mistake to think that a wife need 
necessarily sink to her husband's surroundings. As 
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Lady Lorrimer, with plenty of money to spend, and a 
presentable husband, you could soon make the world 
forget your husband's origin. No doubt, apart from 
being honestly attached to you, Sir Henry fully 
realises the advantage it would be to him to marry a 
girl with a good name, instead of taking a wife from 
his own class." 

Katherine frowned. 

"I wish I was a rich old maid," she exclaimed, 
" and that he only wanted to marry me in order to put 
my money into the business." 

"But, Katherine, you don't dislike him?" urged 
Mrs. Lavington. 

" At a distance — no." 

Her mother became a little impatient. 

"You can't keep a husband at a distance," she 
replied ; " you will have to make up your mind to that 
if you marry — whether you marry Sir Henry Lorrimer 
or wait for somebody else to turn up — and where he is 
to turn up from, Heaven only knows ! If only your 
Aunt Ethel had any sense of her duty as a relation — 
but she won't move a finger to help you on in the 
world until she has married those daughters of hers — 
which won't be done very easily ! And if you don't 
marry " 

Mrs. Lavington's glance rested on the account-books, 
and she paused expressively. 

"I can't bear the thought of it, Katherine," she 
burst forth suddenly. "If I could only know that I was 
not leaving you to struggle as I have had to struggle 
all these years ! I can't sleep for thinking of it — I 
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shall not be able to die quietly if you are to be left 
alone in the world.' ' 

Mrs. Lavington stopped abruptly. She leaned 
forward in her chair and her breath came in hurried, 
laboured gasps, while her face grew drawn and 
pinched. 

Katherine flew to a table whereon was a small bottle 
and a drop glass. Mrs. Lavington's doctor had warned 
her to keep the restorative always at hand, and, as 
she opened the phial, a strong, pungent odour filled the 
room. 

Her mother sank back in the chair again as 
Katherine was about to put the glass to her lips. 

"No," she said feebly, "it is gone now — I must 
not take the drops unnecessarily ; it is nothing, 
Katherine." 

Katherine knelt down and took her mother's hand. 
It was cold and damp, and she chafed it gently 
between her own, pausing for a moment to wipe away 
the beads of perspiration that had gathered on her 
ashy-white forehead. Mrs. Lavington was unable to 
speak, save in a few broken words, but her eyes rested 
on her daughter with a wistful, appealing gaze. 
Katherine looked away with a slight shiver. The 
doctor had said that Mrs. Lavington's life depended 
upon her being kept as much as possible from worry 
and agitation. She remained silent, gently rubbing 
the cold hands, and conveying to them some of the 
strong, warm life-current from her own. The soft 
summer rain pattered against the window-panes. 
Katherine listened to it dully, and to the sound of 
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Mrs. Lavington's breathing, gradually becoming more 
composed and natural. 

Presently she looked at her mother again. Mrs. 
Lavington's face had resumed its normal colouring, 
and had lost its drawn expression. 

There was something pathetic in the worn, deli- 
cate features — something helpless that appealed to 
Katherine's youth and strength, and, most powerful 
argument of all, that conveyed a sense of coming 
separation, the pangs of which it lay within her power 
to ease for the frail, careworn woman beside her. 

Suddenly she bent over her mother. 

" I will marry Sir Henry Lorrimer, if he asks me to 
do so," she said in a low voice. 

Mrs. Lavington looked up quickly, and then she 
began to cry. 

" Don't, mother, don't," said Katherine hurriedly, 
' ' you will bring the pain back — and there is nothing 
to cry about," she added with a slight smile. " I 
thought you wanted me to marry him." 

" So I do, Katherine," said Mrs. Lavington, wiping 
the tears from her cheeks, "but I don't want you to 
marry him only because I want you to," she continued 
incoherently. "If you could only like him a little 
more, I should be quite easy in my mind about it. 
Love would come afterwards — I am quite sure of 
that." 

Mrs. Lavington had said the same thing so often to 
herself that she quite believed in her theory. More- 
over, she had some excuse for doing so, for, in the case 
of her own marriage, the love had at first been principally 
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on her husband's side. She herself would have pre- 
ferred another man, but that other man had not come 
forward. Possessing one of those natures which must 
have somebody to love, she had soon ended by recipro- 
cating her husband's affection. 

" I like him quite enough, mother," Katherine said 
to her soothingly. "As to love," she continued, " I 
can't see why it should be necessary. People can live 
together very comfortably without being in love. 
Married people often end by becoming calmly in- 
different to one another, do they not ? so why should 
they not begin by being so ? " 

" Oh, but Katherine, marriage is so different," began 
Mrs. Lavington uneasily. " There are certain things 
— a husband has a right to expect certain things of his 
wife, you know ; and — and — I'm not sure, but I think 

the law can make her " and here she broke off 

abruptly. 

" The law ! " exclaimed Katherine disdainfully. 

" Marriage is a contract, dear, as well as a religious 
institution," said Mrs. Lavington, " and both husband 
and wife have their rights. You would have to recog- 
nise those of your husband." 

Katherine did not reply, and her face betrayed 
nothing of her thoughts. She sat looking straight in 
front of her, her regular features wearing an expression 
sphinx-like in its immobility. Only the mouth, with 
its full red lips, was curved in a scornful bow. Kathe- 
rine's mouth, and the slumbrous softness of her brown 
eyes, redeemed a certain hardness which her face was 
apt to assume when in repose. 
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It was a face to study, and one that suggested 
problems. Something not entirely womanly lurked 
in its beauty — indefinable, attractive, yet repellent. 

Mrs. Lavington sat and watched her daughter 
anxiously. She did not understand her — did not even 
profess to understand her — but she had her theories 
about Katherine, and did not take her objections to 
enter upon the married state very seriously. 

It was a question of surroundings, she told herself ; 
of the solitary, self-contained life which their poverty 
had obliged Katherine to lead. The girl's nature was 
but half awake ; when once fully awakened it would 
respond to the call of duty. She forgot that her child 
had other blood flowing in her veins than that of the 
old English stock from which she directly sprang — a 
strain of the warm, rebellious blood of the South. 

Mr. Lavington's mother had been a Sicilian. His 
father, at that time a Second Secretary in the Diplo- 
matic Service, had fallen desperately in love with the 
sixteen-year-old daughter of a noble Palermitan house, 
and she with him. 

Everything had gone smoothly until the inevitable 
questions arose consequent upon the difference in the 
religion of the lovers. Donna Angela was quite ready 
to marry her English lover notwithstanding the fact of 
his being a heretic, but her family refused their consent 
unless the latter became a Catholic. 

When the young diplomatist demurred, his betrothed 
was threatened with the cloister unless she would 
break off all relations with him. Donna Angela, how- 
ever, had no yearnings for a spiritual bridegroom, and 
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the impetuous young couple fled from Palermo 
together. Poor Donna Angela's married life was as 
happy as it was short. Her husband thought it wiser 
to get himself transferred to a post more distant from 
Sicily than that to which he had until then been 
accredited. He was accordingly removed to Stock- 
holm, where, after she had been married barely two 
years, Donna Angela died of inflammation of the lungs, 
leaving her husband with a baby boy — Katherine's 
father. Charles Lavington had been deeply attached 
to his Sicilian wife — so deeply, indeed, that after her 
death he never mentioned her name again. Mrs. 
Lavington still possessed a miniature of her unknown 
mother-in-law that had been painted in Paris — a 
beautiful girl with hair of the tawny gold colour 
occasionally to be met with in Sicily, and with the 
velvet brown eyes and curved mouth which were 
reproduced in her granddaughter. 

"You see, Katherine, ,, resumed Mrs. Lavington, 
fidgeting uneasily in her chair, " I don't want to urge 
you, and I certainly don't want you to make a loveless 
marriage." 

" It is not you who urge me," interposed Katherine, 
glancing at the tradesmen's books as she spoke. 

" Or a marriage for money," continued Mrs. Laving- 
ton. " I should give you the same advice in the case 
of any man who was attached to you and could make 
a home for you. Unluckily you can't pick and choose, 
dear." 

Katherine shrugged her shoulders. 

" I should not care to pick and choose," she replied. 
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"One man is very like another, I suppose — as a 
husband." 

Mrs. Lavington smiled faintly. 

" Oh, well, my dear, I don't know about that," she 
observed. "It all depends. But at any rate it is 
better to marry a man like Sir Henry Lorrimer, who 
is a man of a certain age, and who may be supposed to 
know his own mind and to have sown his wild oats. 
They often make the best husbands. I shouldn't be 
comfortable if I thought I was leaving you with a very 
young man. There is something about Sir Henry that 
* inspires me with confidence." 

"We have not seen much of him lately," said 
Katherine, with a smile. 

" There is a limit to every man's patience," replied 
her mother meaningly. 

" I can't make him propose to me." 

" You needn't make it unnecessarily difficult for him 
to do so," returned Mrs. Lavington somewhat queru- 
lously. " The man is sensitive about his position," she 
continued. " He won't propose unless he is certain of 
being accepted. I am sure I have done all I can to 
make things easy for him ; but I can't flatter myself 
that he calls here for the pleasure of talking to me, 
though you always treat him as if he were my 
friend ! " 

"What do you want me to do, mother?" asked 
Katherine calmly. "I can't rush into his arms." 

" There are plenty of ways of showing a man that 
you are not indifferent to him." 

" But " began Katherine, and paused abruptly. 

3 
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It was easy to see that her mother was in a nervous and 
excitable mood, nevertheless Mrs. Lavington's last 
words were perfectly true. It had amused Miss 
Lavington to assume that Sir Henry Lorrimer's visits, 
and his gifts of flowers and theatre tickets, were so 
many acts of courtesy and friendship towards her 
mother. Perhaps Sir Henry was rather mortified at 
this mute but persistent classification of him as belong- 
ing -to Mrs. Lavington's generation. Certain it was 
that he had not called in Ovington Street again since 
Katherine had thanked him for his kindness to her 
mother, and, by a few polite sentences, had converted 
all his diffident but none the less sincere attempts to 
please her and win her regard into mere acts of 
sympathy with an elderly invalid. 

"I shouldn't the least wonder," continued Mrs. 
Lavington fretfully, " if you had tried his patience too 
hard. I wish I didn't feel that you are flying in the 
face of Providence, Katherine." 

" Instead of flying into the arms of an upholsterer," 
replied the latter. " Never mind, mother," she con- 
tinued hastily, as tears again made their appearance 
in Mrs. Lavington's eyes. "No doubt you are quite 
right, and beggars cannot be choosers ; so, as I have 
said, if Sir Henry Lorrimer asks me to marry him, I 
will do so." 

" Oh, my dear, leave that to me," exclaimed Mrs. 
Lavington. 

Katherine interrupted her. " No," she said quietly, 
" he must do it in his own way." 

" But, Katherine " 
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" Oh, I will not frighten him any more — you need 
not be uneasy, mother." 

The door of the little drawing-room opened at 
this moment, and the parlourmaid came in with a 
note. 

Katherine took it, and gave it to her mother with a 
smile. 

" Let us hope he is not the devil/' she said. 

" My dear child 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Lorrimer, glancing 
at the handwriting, " just as we were talking of him— 
Sir Henry, I mean ! It is a good omen/' she added 
as she opened the envelope. 

The note was from Sir Henry Lorrimer, enclosing a 
ticket for a box for a Shakespeare play at Her Majesty's 
Theatre the following night. The writer trusted that 
Mrs. Lavington and her daughter would be able to 
make use of the box, and added that he hoped to join 
them during the evening. 

"What shall we do, Katherine?" asked Mrs. 
Lavington. 

"You cannot go, mother, it is out of the ques- 
tion." 

" I can go perfectly well," replied Mrs. Lavington. 
" It will do me no harm. I will write him a note 
saying that we will come with pleasure." 

Katherine glanced at the parlourmaid. 

" We will ring when the answer is ready," she said 
to her. 

" I shall add, * Katherine and I hope that you will 
not fail to join us at the theatre/" Mrs. Lavington 
said as she went to the writing-table. 
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Katherine waited until the door had closed on the 
servant. 

"You cannot possibly go," she said. 

" But I must go. You can't go alone ! " replied her 
mother. 

" It will be much better not to go at all/ ' 

Mrs. Lavington stared at her daughter. 

" Really, Katherine/ ' she exclaimed, " yqu must be 
mad ! Sir Henry has not been near us for weeks ; and 
now, if we refuse this invitation, he will conclude that 
we don't care to meet him again." 

Katherine went to the writing-table and stood by 
her mother's chair. 

" Listen to me, mother," she said quietly ; " you are 
not quite well enough to go. Let us send Sir Henry 
back the ticket ; he can give it to somebody else, and 
dine here with us instead of going to the theatre." 

Mrs. Lavington looked up nervously. 

" Dine here ? " she repeated. " But we have never 
asked him to have more than a cup of tea in the 
house ! " 

" Precisely," said Katherine drily. 

"And Sarah," continued Mrs. Lavington, "she 
waits so badly ! and we shall have to give him fish — 
and a joint, and game, He is a large eater ; I noticed 
that at the table d'hdte. And the claret, Katherine — 
we can't give him our claret at eighteen shillings a 
dozen ! " 

" There is plenty of time to order things before to- 
morrow evening." 

" Yes — but the bills," said Mrs. Lavington, with a 
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dubious glance at the pile of account-books on the 
table beside her. 

Eatherine smiled a little. 

" Under the circumstances," she replied, " I think 
that we might venture to increase them by a pound 
or two." 



CHAPTER III 

" It's a forlorn hope — in fact, it's practically hopeless. 
We don't want to deceive you, Lorrimer, but of course 
if you're public-spirited enough to fight for us, knowing 
that it is a thousand to one against you, the party 
won't forget what it owes you." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer looked at his guest and smiled 
quietly. 

"I shan't send in any account," he replied. 

The two men were engaged on the last course of an 
ill-cooked dinner in one of the political clubs. A luke- 
warm soup had been succeeded by sodden white-bait, 
and these had given place in their turn to a doubtful 
entrie, plates filled to overflowing with underdone 
roast-beef and the inevitable gooseberry tart of June. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer's companion was a younger man 
than himself by ten years or more. There were, how- 
ever, other points of difference between host and guest 
than disparity of age. 

Sir Henry— of middle height, thick-set, with small 
and neatly trimmed whiskers — was by no means ill- 
featured. A pair of grey eyes looked honestly into 
those of his companion. They were shrewd, obser- 
vant eyes, but kindly withal in their expression. Sir 

82 
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Henry Lorrimer's month would have been, to a physi- 
ognomist, the most characteristic feature of his coun- 
tenance. It was a month of quiet and determined 
lines; the lips firmly cut and sensitive, yet at the 
same time severe. If Sir Henry's eyes said, " I will 
not deceive you," his mouth added, "but you had 
better not try to deceive me." Altogether, it was 
the face of a successful business man; energetic, 
alert, yet not wanting in natural refinement. 

The youthful politician who sat opposite to him at 
the little table, crumbling his bread and occasionally 
glancing at his watch, was an altogether different type 
of manhood. Tall, and somewhat delicate-looking, 
Ronald Latimer had about him an appearance of high 
breeding which contrasted with the more bourgeois 
figure of his host. He was, moreover, distinctly good- 
looking, while his countenance, if it lacked the deter- 
mination of that of Sir Henry Lorrimer, was obviously 
intelligent, the broad forehead and somewhat deep-set 
eyes speaking of mental training and study. 

In truth, Ronald Latimer was generally looked upon 
as one of the most promising of the younger men in 
the House of Commons. The second son of a family 
well-known for its staunch adherence to Tory tra- 
ditions, Nature had endowed him to the full with 
those brains which, in her wise economy, she had 
omitted to apportion to his elder brother, whose 
career had begun in the Household Cavalry and 
would end in the House of Lords. 

After distinguishing himself at Balliol, he had found 
a seat in Parliament. His talents had been sufficient 
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to draw upom him the notice of the leaders of his 
party; but he had, besides, succeeded in gaining the 
ear of the House of Commons. His speeches had 
proved him to be a debater of no mean order, and 
one who bade fair to become a prominent figure in 
that assembly. Those who had known Bonald 
Latimer at Oxford knew that he was as ambitious 
as he was clever. Indeed, there were not wanting 
some who believed his ambition to be greater than 
his talents, while others declared that he would sacri- 
fice his dearest friend to further his own interests. 

At five or six-and-thirty, Ronald Latimer found 
himself with his feet firmly planted on the ladder of 
political distinction. He had been one of the Prime 
Minister's private secretaries, a Whip, and now he 
had reaped the reward of his labours and had been 
given office. It was true that this office was one of 
the minor berths, but rumour had already marked 
him out for an Under- Secretaryship of State when 
any reshuffle of the Government court-cards should 
occur. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer had a great admiration for 
Ronald Latimer. The latter had been his guest on 
one occasion when he had spoken at a political 
meeting in a Metropolitan suburb, where he, Sir 
Henry, owned a large villa and some acres of vineries 
and conservatories. Ronald Latimer had dined and 
slept at The Trossachs; and, ever mindful of busi- 
ness, had afterwards kept his eye on the wealthy man 
who was also a sound Unionist, and had been civil 
to him on various subsequent occasions. Sir Henry, 
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indeed, was a generous subscriber to the funds of the 
party ; but, although the subject had been broached to 
him more than once, he had hitherto displayed no 
desire to come forward as a candidate for election to 
Parliament. 

This being the case, Ronald Latimer had been con- 
siderably surprised at receiving a note from Sir Henry 
Lorrimer saying that he had some thoughts of offer- 
ing himself as a candidate should an opportunity 
occur, and asking for his assistance and advice in 
the matter. 

As it happened, Mr. Latimer knew that a by-election 
would take place at no very distant date, and he had 
accepted Sir Henry Lorrimer's invitation to dine with 
him at his club and talk things over together. 

" I shan't send in my account," repeated Sir Henry, 
with a laugh, " and I don't want a peerage — not yet 
awhile, anyhow." 

"Well," replied his guest, "if you don't mind 
spending your money in order to come in at the 
bottom of the poll, we shall be all the more obliged 
to you. I'm told they will run a labour candidate as 
well, and I don't believe we've a chance. However, 
we don't want the thing to go uncontested ; we played 
that game last time and disgusted a good many of our 
supporters in the constituency. We want a few more 
men like you, Lorrimer. The other side has got plenty 
of them." 

" Yes," said Sir Henry, " but they give 'em peerages 
too quick. Look at Lord Taplow, for instance." 

Ronald Latimer laughed. 
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" Taplow ! He would have travelled about with his 
carpet-bag indefinitely, and put our side to no end of 
expense, if only Gladstone had continued to dangle a 
baron's coronet before him." 

"I own some house property at Tooting — Upper 
Tooting," said Sir Henry Lorrimer, with a twinkle of 
amusement in his eyes. 

" Ah, Lord Tooting ! — a very good title for you when 
your time comes. I hope you will succeed in taking 
life more cheerfully than Taplow does. But seriously, 
Lorrimer," he continued, " are you really meaning to 
come forward ? I thought you didn't care about Parlia- 
ment." 

Sir Henry laughed a little nervously. 

"Well, neither did I," he answered. "You see, it's 
this way, Mr. Latimer. When a man's only got him- 
self to think of, and has arrived at my time of life, it's 
not much use being ambitious. The undertaker's men 
with a coffin and some screws put an end to all that 
sort of thing, don't they ? " 

"I'm afraid so." 

" That's how I've always looked at it," continued Sir 
Henry complacently. "It's all very well for young 
men like you — you've plenty of time before you; 
and when you've made your name you can think 
about marrying and having a son to come after 
you." 

Ronald Latimer looked at his host quickly. He 
could not remember whether there was a Lady 
Lorrimer or not. It was five years or more since 
he had dined and slept at The Trossachs, and on that 
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occasion there had certainly been no lady of the house 
in evidence. 

"I have always understood/' continued Sir Henry 
hesitatingly, " that a wife is very useful to a political 
man." 

Ronald Latimer felt himself to be rather "up a 
tree/' as he mentally expressed it. He thought he 
could see Lady Lorrimer — past, present, or future. 

" Oh, well," he replied cautiously, " if a man wants 
to go in for a political career, a woman is always of use 
— plays the social game for her husband, don't you 
know. But she must be the right kind of woman. 
I've never liked to risk it myself," Mr. Latimer added, 
with a touch of the superciliousness which still clung 
to him from his Oxford days, and which never failed to 
arouse the ire of his political opponents. 

" Yes, of course! the right kind of woman," repeated 
Sir Henry. 

" Naturally, I am only considering the case of a man 
obliged by circumstances to think about making his 
way in what we call society," said his guest, a little 
hurriedly. "A man may be a prominent politician 
and not have to bother his head about the world. But 
as a rule the women hanker after it, and the women 
can do more than we think, even in this country, to 
make or mar their husband's chances." 

" Quite so," assented Sir Henry. 

Ronald Latimer poured himself out some claret 
from the decanter which his host pushed towards him. 

" I wish to Heaven he'd say plainly whether he is 
married or not," he thought. 
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Sir Henry sat and watched his guest in silence. 
Perhaps he divined his perplexity and was secretly 
amused at it. He put his hand into his pocket and 
fingered a certain leather case, and the action afforded 
him considerable satisfaction. He knew well enough 
what his companion meant, but the latter should see 
for himself some day that the future Lady Lorrimer 
was not quite the sort of woman he evidently fancied 
she might be. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer had never troubled himself about 
society. His father had left him a flourishing, though 
small, business. Under his guidance and management 
" Lorrimer' s " rapidly developed, and now occupied a 
stately block of buildings in London, and possessed 
branch houses and agencies scattered over Great Britain 
and the Continent. The development of his business 
had so fully occupied him, that he had never seriously 
turned his thoughts in the direction of any other en- 
terprise. 

Since meeting Miss Lavington, however, he had 
found himself regretting his neglect of society, and- 
latterly he had seriously considered how he might best 
remedy his mistake. 

A political line was, he knew, always open to him ; 
not a line necessarily leading to office, but one which 
would at least bring him into contact with other than 
purely business circles. Sir Henry Lorrimer, M.P., 
with only his money and his furniture behind him, 
would not mean much in the eyes of the London world. 
But Sir Henry Lorrimer, M.P., with a beautiful wife 
belonging to an old county family would be quite another 
person and matter. 
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" As yon were saying," he remarked, observing that 
his guest had relapsed into a discreet silence, " a woman 
can do so much for her husband. I'm not a married 
man, as no doubt you know, Mr. Latimer, but I might 
marry some day. I might, you know — one never can 
tell." 

Ronald Latimer gave a little sigh of relief, and then 
he laughed. 

" I see," he replied. " You want a seat in Parliament 
and a wife to do the social business." 

" That's about it, I reckon," said Sir Henry bluntly. 
"But, Mr. Latimer," he continued, "our subject is 
politics, not matrimony. I am ready to contest this 
seat when the by-election comes on, notwithstanding 
that there is very little chance of winning it. Unless, 
of course, there is somebody whom the party would 
prefer should stand." 

" My dear fellow," said Ronald Latimer cordially, 
"there is nobody else. We have sounded several 
fellows, and none of them will go near the place." 

" Then I will go," said Sir Henry quietly. " When 
should I begin to work things up a bit ? " 

" Why, at once. The more time you can give the 
better. Banks, the sitting member — infernal Radical 
he is too — means to resign before next session. They 
are keeping it very dark, but we've had the tip. 
By the way, you've no country house, have 
you ? " 

"The Trossachs," murmured Sir Henry depre- 
catingly. 

" Oh, yes — yes, of course — charming place. I meant 
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something further away from London — a country estate 
— you know." 

" No. You see, I'm not much of a sportsman." 

" That doesn't matter," responded Mr. Latimer 
briskly ; " you'll always find plenty of friends ready to 
do your sport for you ; you've only got to give them 
the chance. If I were you, Lorrimer, I would rent a 
place in the constituency. There's always a prejudice 
against a carpet-bagger. It's nice shooting and hunting 
country. I believe Banks, the member, lives on the 
spot." 

" Is he a large proprietor? " 

" Oh, Lord, no ! local ironmonger, or something of 
that sort." 

" Then," said Sir Henry, " perhaps the voters will 
give upholstery a chance." 

Mr. Latimer bit his lip. He prided himself upon 
his tact, and upon never saying the wrong thing. 

" I might look out for a place in the neighbourhood, 
certainly," resumed Sir Henry. " But I want to get 
in, Mr. Latimer. You quite understand that, don't 
you ? It would not suit me to travel about the country 
contesting hopeless seats, like Lord Taplow before he 
got his peerage. I can speak a bit, and. I'm used to 
dealing with all sorts of people." 

" Taplow never could pull off a speech," remarked 
Latimer. " He used to emit melancholy sounds, like 
a rusty weathercock in a gale, or a sick cow. But his 
silence was golden — to his party." 

" Shall we go downstairs and have some coffee and 
a cigar ? " suggested Sir Henry. 
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Mr. Latimer looked at his watch. " I must be at 
the House in a quarter of an hour/' he said, " but there 
is time for a smoke at all events." 

In the smoking-room Sir Henry was somewhat rest- 
less as he puffed away at his cigar. He cleared his 
throat once or twice as though about to speak, but 
nothing came of it. 

" I suppose/' he remarked presently, " that it's rather 
uphill work for a woman to get along in your London 
world who has married out of her class." 

Ronald Latimer smothered a smile in his coffee- 
cup. 

"It is matrimony — not politics," he said to him- 
self. 

"Uphill work?" he added aloud. "Yes, I should 
imagine it must be so ; but, as I said a little while ago, 
it all depends on the woman. Glass isn't supposed to 
matter so much in these days, but that is something of 
a fallacy. Lady Clara Vere de Vere is usually an in- 
sufferable bore ; but Lady Clara Vere de Vere, with the 
manners of the kitchenmaid is generally a very popular 
person. All the same, people don't want the genuine 
kitchenmaid. She would be considered vulgar, and, 
perhaps, no better than she should be. Society is very 
illogical occasionally." 

" Oh," remarked Sir Henry, " I was not thinking of 
kitchenmaids." 

"I merely use them as a simile," continued Mr. 
Latimer hastily. 

" Some women can adapt themselves to any position," 
observed his host meditatively. 
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Konald Latimer gave him a curious look. Being 
interpreted, it meant, " Now I wonder what class you 
consider yourself as belonging to, and what position 
you think you could give your wife?" 

" I must leave you, Lorrimer," he said, as the clock 
on the chimney-piece against which he was leaning 
struck half -past nine. " When you are in the House 
you won't always have time for a second cigar after 
dinner. Then you have definitely decided to stand, eh ? " 

" Yes," answered Sir Henry Lorrimer slowly ; " but," 
he added, "on the understanding that if I am beaten 
this time. I am allowed to come forward for a more 
likely constituency." 

" Of course, my dear fellow, of course ! You might 
have come forward long ago, you know, only you didn't 
seem to care about it. Good-night, Lorrimer ; if there's 
anything I can do for you, let me know," and Mr. 
Latimer hurried out of the room, while his host ac- 
companied him into the hall. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer looked after the young man as 
he jumped into a hansom and directed the driver to 
the House of Commons. Then he smiled softly to 
himself. 

"How afraid he was of hurting my feelings ! " he 
thought. " Lord, how dense people of that sort often 
are ! If he'd wanted to impress upon me that I was 
of different clay from himself he couldn't have done it 
better. All the same, he's got brains, has that young 
chap, and he's not ashamed to use them. That's why 
I can't help liking him. Waiter ! a small whiskey and 
soda." 
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Sir Henry Lorrimer's determination to enter political 
life had not been lightly undertaken. He had long 
ceased to try to disguise from himself the fact that he 
was deeply in love, and that his love affair was not 
making any perceptible progress, except in his own 
heart. There it had made progress enough. 

He knew that his passion waTrebellin^against the 
indifference it encountered, and was waxing stronger 
and more imperious in consequence. 

The head of the firm of Lorrimer & Company had 
never been accustomed to give way before a difficulty. 
The greater the opposition encountered in his business 
affairs, the greater had been his determination to 
overcome it. He was scarcely conscious, perhaps, 
that he was conducting his love affairs in the same 
spirit. 

Katherine Lavington's indifference had at first piqued 
him ; then it had annoyed him ; finally, it had kindled 
his passion to white heat. She was as a fascinating 
puzzle to him, delightful at times, at times exasperating. 

Being a humble man, though determined, Sir Henry 
had set himself to work to discover his own deficiencies, 
in order, as far as might be possible, to remove them, 
and so be able the better to vanquish his beloved 
enemy. 

The difference in years did not greatly trouble him ; 
though he did not care to dwell upon the fact that he 
was a little more than double Katherine's age with 
any insistence. Girls of her age had married older 
men than he. All the same, he respected her more 
than he did those girls ; more than he would have done 
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had she encouraged him to propose, and used his 
passion as a means whereby to provide herself with a 
more luxurious establishment than that in Ovington 
Street. 

The difference in caste did trouble him. It angered 
him — with a hopeless, impotent anger. The thought 
of it would make him impatient of himself — some 
times, too, even of Katherine. What right had she 
to be so ladylike — to look so well-bred? why could 
he never forget when he was in her presence that he 
was a tradesman? She reminded him of it uncon- 
sciously just when he most wished to forget it. 

At first he had come to the conclusion that her 
affections were engaged, probably to some young 
fellow who could not afford to marry her, some 
younger son with whom she was no doubt tacitly 
comparing him in her mind. But Mrs. Lavington 
had taken great care to let him know, through little 
remarks she had allowed herself to make from time to 
time, that this was not the case, and that Katherine 
was fancy-free. 

Sir Henry had submitted himself to a process of 
self-examination — a pernicious process whibh, as self- 
examination generally does, had resulted in a morbid 
self-distrust and self-depreciation. He was not good 
enough for this girl. How could he expect her to 
give up her own class by becoming his wife, even if 
she had no other personal objection to him as a 
husband? Then a sense of the power he held in 
his hand came to him — the power of his wealth. 
He would use it for her. Not to tempt her witlj 
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it — he was glad to think that she had shown herself 
impervious to such temptation — but to lift himself out 
of his surroundings by its means; so that she, his 
wife, should yet be in that society to which she was 
entitled by her birth to belong, and in which her 
beauty and her husband's money would enable her 
take a foremost place. And love? — love, Sir Henry 
Lorrimer thought, would come afterwards. With his 
own great love for her, how should it not ? 

When Sir Henry Lorrimer made up his mind to go 
into Parliament, he looked at the matter from a 
business point of view. He would have regarded the 
foundation of a branch house for the extension of 
his furniture-trade in much the same way. 

Before the day on which he had sent Mrs. Lav- 
ington and her daughter the box at Her Majesty's 
Theatre he had become the accepted Unionist candi- 
date for the representation of the constituency which 
was about to fall vacant. He thought that he would 
casually mention the fact to Katherine at the play. 

But the tickets which Mrs. Lavington returned lay 
forgotten upon Sir Henry's writing-table, while Sir 
Henry dined in Ovington Street and thought that he 
had never eaten so well cooked a dinner. He was 
barely conscious of the fact that Sarah, in handing him 
his soup plate, spilled some of its contents on his legs. 
Mrs. Lavington was painfully conscious of it; but, 
seeing that their guest never paused in his conversa- 
tion, and being unwilling further to upset Sarah's 
already ruffled nerves, she affected ignorance. 

That evening Katherine had been unusually gracious 
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to Sir Henry Lorrimer ; so gracious indeed that Mrs. 
Lavington, wondering whether her daughter's indiffer- 
ence had not been a cleverly assumed pose, fell into 
an attitude of benevolent gooseberry-ness. As to Sir 
Henry, if he felt intoxicated, it was certainly not from 
the effects of the Lavington claret, though two bottles 
of the latter wine had been purchased for the occasion 
at forty-eight shillings the dozen. 

At times Sir Henry, always an observant person, 
noticed that Eatherine's glance fell upon her mother. 
The expression in her eyes puzzled him. There was a 
look in them that was both mocking and pathetic. 
He wondered what her thoughts were, and then 
flattered himself that he could divine them. She was 
thinking, no doubt, of the loneliness of her mother's 
life when her marriage should take her out of it, and 
yet at the same time she was pleased with the love 
and admiration she had excited. 

After dinner Mrs. Lavington retired to her sofa in 
the back drawing-room. Eatherine produced a small 
box of cigarettes. " My mother does not in the least 
mind the smell of tobacco," she said to her guest, " as 
long as people don't smoke too near her." And so 
Sir Henry smoked his cigarettes in the front drawing- 
room, talking to Miss Lavington the while. He 
told her of his scheme of entering Parliament, and 
Eatherine was interested. 

" When is the election to take place," she asked. 

" Oh," replied Sir Henry, " not till the autumn. 
Are you interested in politics, Miss Lavington ? " he 
continued after a pause. 
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Katherine laughed. "Not in the least/' she re- 
sponded. "That is fortunate, is it not?" she 
added. 

Sir Henry looked somewhat disconcerted. " I don't 
see why," he said. 

" Well, the political opinions of the tenants of 101, 
Ovington Street would not affect the future of the 
Empire, would they, Sir Henry?" 

" I should like to feel that you were interested in 
them — in my success." 

"In your success? but that is quite a different 
matter; of course I am interested in your success." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer leaned forward in his chair and 
gazed at her intently. " Are you, Miss Lavington — to 
what extent, I wonder ? " He spoke very quietly, but 
his voice trembled a little. 

"Not to the extent of canvassing for you; I 
shouldn't know how to set about it. Let me see, 
one kisses the voters, doesn't one, and makes presents 
to their wives ? " 

" That would be bribery and corruption," said Sir 
Henry seriously, " and I certainly should not allow you 
to kiss the voters." 

Katherine looked at him. 

" Allow me ! " she said, with a look of amusement 
in her eyes. 

Sir Henry's head began to swim. 

"It would be a most unheard-of proceeding," he 
commenced weakly. "Miss Lavington — Katherine," 
he added suddenly in a low voice. " You must know 
what I mean — what I want to say to you ! cannot you 
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try to like me a little? to care enough about me to 
become my wife ? " 

Katherine Lavington sat immovable, her eyes 
looking far beyond him. The smile which had sent the 
blood rushing up into Sir Henry's head suddenly faded 
from her eyes, and her face assumed its sphinx-like 
expression. The straight, level brows bent themselves 
into a slight frown, as though their owner were trying 
to fathom some mystery. 

"I am not of your class," Sir Henry continued 
hurriedly, fearful lest she should answer him before 
he had spoken out his heart to her — "that I know 
perfectly well. Had I been so, I would have asked 
you long ago. Perhaps I have no right to ask you 
now ; but I thought that possibly you might learn to 
care for me, and that, until you did, you would trust 
yourself to me." 

He paused, and looked at her almost humbly. 

" You want me to— love you ? " 

"No — yes — I ask nothing of you now, except to 
allow me to love you. I am content to leave the rest 
to Fate." 

Katherine looked at him questioningly. 

" If you are content with that," she said slowly, "I 
will try, but—" 

Sir Henry Lorrimer drew closer to her and took her 
hand. It lay for a moment or two within his own, a 
warm, inert softness. He would have liked to feel 
some responsive pressure, but none came. 

" What do you fear? " he asked gently. " Perhaps 
you do not know enough about me ; but I have nothing 
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to conceal from you. Perhaps/' he added a little 
bitterly, "you do not wish to marry beneath you ; but 
as long as I can make myself worthy of you " 

Katherine checked him. 

" No," she said hastily, " it is not that." 

" Then what is it you fear ? " he insisted. 

"I fear myself. Oh," she continued, as though 
divining his thoughts, "you would not understand. 
I am not capable of caring for anybody — not in that 
way." 

Sir Henry's brow cleared. 

"Is that all?" he exclaimed eagerly. "I would 
teach you — let me teach you, Katherine." 

She shrank away from him a little. 

The movement and the confession were as fresh fuel 
thrown on the flames of his passion. Most men like 
their game to elude them, when they feel that there is 
a probability of securing it in the end. 

" Let me teach you, Katherine," he pleaded. 

" You will not find it an easy task." 

Sir Henry shrugged his shoulders. "What do I 
care for that ? " he replied, " I will be very patient, 
and you will learn some day. If there was nobody 
else whom you cared for, it would be different — I 
would not ask you." 

There was a note of triumph in his voice. He 
could almost have laughed to himself at the idea of 
this girl declaring and seriously believing herself to be 
incapable of love. Incapable of love, with those eyes 
and with that mouth ? It was an altogether absurd 
theory — the fancy of a nature as yet ignorant of itself. 
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A younger man might have paused. But Sir Henry 
Lorrimer's love was not the love of a young man. To 
possess this woman he felt that he would gladly endure 
everything — risk everything. He would force her to 
love him by the sheer force of his love for her. In the 
meantime she would be his — more completely his 
because of this very fancy which made her imagine 
herself to be impervious to love. 

There was silence between them for a minute or two 
— a silence broken only by the rustling of the leaves of 
the evening paper with which Mrs. Lavington in the 
adjoining room appeared to be engrossed. 

At length Sir Henry spoke again. 

" Katherine," he said, almost in a whisper, " will 
you not make up your mind to try me ? " 

Katherine Lavington rose slowly from her chair. 

" If you still wish it," she answered, "after what I 
have told you — yes." 

Sir Henry passed his hand across his eyes. 

"God bless you, dear," he said solemnly. " I will 
make a good husband to you." 

He tried to take her hand and raise it to his lips, but 
she was already moving towards the back drawing- 
room. 

Mrs. Lavington put aside her newspaper as they 
approached her sofa, and her eyes looked nervously 
from one to the other. 

"I hope that Katherine provided you with proper 
cigarettes, Sir Henry," she said. " We are neither of 
us smokers, as you may imagine." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer looked at Katherine enquiringly. 
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" May I tell your mother what you have provided me 
with/' he asked with a smile. 

" Mother," said Katherine quietly, " Sir Henry 
Lorrimer has asked me to be his wife ? " 

"And Katherine has consented, Mrs. Lavington." 

Mrs. Lavington began to cry softly. 

Half an hour afterwards Sir Henry had taken his 
departure from Ovington Street, after a few minutes' 
final conversation with his fiancie on the staircase. 

Katherine accompanied her mother to her room. 
She felt uneasy lest the excitement of knowing that 
her hopes were realised might give Mrs. Lavington 
another heart attack, but she soon perceived that her 
mother was serenely happy and calm. 

Mrs. Lavington kissed her daughter fondly several 
times. 

" I am so thankful, Katherine," she exclaimed again 
and again. "You do not know how happy it has made 
me. And you — you are happy, too, are you not ? " 

"Of course, mother," said Katherine soothingly. 
"Now it is done, I mean to be very happy," she 
added. 

"And you will make him happy also, poor dear 
fellow, will you not, Katherine? I am sure he 
deserves it, for he simply adores you, I can see that. 
What a clumsy girl Sarah is ! the soup was hot, too — 
but he never noticed it, because you were talking to 
him. You will be good to him, won't you, Katherine, 
even if he is a little too old for you ? " 

Katherine stooped down and kissed her. 

" Of course, dear," she replied. 
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"Did he say he would come to-morrow ? " asked 
Mrs. Lavington. 

"Yes," said Katherine; "and," she added, "he called 
me Katie ! " 

Mrs. Lavington smiled. "Well, my dear," she 
answered, "why shouldn't he? Not that anybody 
ever did call you ' Katie.' " 

" No — nobody ever did," replied Katherine, " and I 
had to tell him so. I won't be called Katie. He said 
he had got into the habit of calling me so in his 
thoughts. It was very ill-bred of him, I think." 



CHAPTER IV 

"I suppose that we had better ask them/' said the 
Duchess of Cheshire, poshing a letter across the 
breakfast-table to her husband. 

The Duke glanced at the handwriting. 

" Eon aid? " he remarked briefly. 

" Yes. He wants me to ask Sir Henry and Lady 
Lorrimer to Denwick some Saturday to Monday. I 
think we could fit them in next Saturday." 

The Duke rose from his chair and brought his empty 
coffee-cup to his wife to be refilled. When they were 
alone they dispensed with the presence of servants at 
breakfast. 

"No, my dear, no/' he said, as the Duchess was 
about to pour the remnants into the slop basin ; " it's 
a very odd thing that you never can remember that I 
do not like my cup washed out. Lorrimer did you 
say? A useful man — a very useful man — won us a 
seat. Yes ; ask them, by all means. I think some- 
body told me that his wife is a very handsome 
woman." 

The Duchess laughed — a fat, comfortable laugh. 

" That's the amusing part of it," she replied, " she is 
beautiful. I saw her the other day somewhere! and 

48 
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was introduced to her, and she introduced her husband 
to me. It was like Beauty and — no, I don't mean that, 
for Sir Henry seemed quite presentable." 

The Duke looked at her gravely. He was a tall, 
handsome man, stiff in deportment but not unkindly 
of nature, and suffered only from a mental vision 
bounded by a strictly ducal horizon. Within this 
horizon he was simple and even modest ; but if 
accident drove him beyond its limits, he was apt to be 
brusque — from shyness, as the Duchess declared. 

" What is the amusing part of it ? " he enquired. 

"Why — Ronald/' replied the Duchess, and her 
shoulders began to quiver again. 

" I don't understand you, my dear Louisa! " 

"Of course he means me to ask him to Den wick 
too." 

Her husband frowned. 

" Is there any intrigue between them? " he began. 

" Intrigue ? rubbish ! " interrupted the Duchess 
energetically. "He admires her very much— every- 
body does." 

" You know, Louisa, that I strongly disapprove of 
the present system of asking people who admire each 
other very much to meet in country houses, when half 
of them — some of them, I mean — are married." 

" So do I," responded the Duchess. " One never 
knows what complications may arise, and then one 
gets abused by all sides. But in this instance I don't 
apprehend any complications. You know Ronald as 
well as I do." 

"My dear," observed the Duke, "we both know 
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Ronald — as you say. But we don't know Lady 
Lommer." 

"I am very fond of Ronald/' continued the Duchess, 
" very fond indeed of him — but we all know that he 
thinks of nothing except his own career. Everything 
else he regards as merely by the way. He won't com- 
promise himself with Lady Lorrimer, or with any 
other married woman — not too deeply, you know." 

" I set my face against my houses being used for that 
sort of thing," pursued the Duke, "and I always will. 
I suppose I am thought very old-fashioned " 

" Yes, I believe you are," said his wife, " but that 
doesn't matter very much, under the circumstances." 

" Perhaps, Louisa," replied the Duke, a little stiffly, 
" you will tell me what it is that amuses you. I have 
been waiting to hear." 

"We have got the Blarneys at Denwick next 
Saturday, among the rest. They are dying to catch 
Ronald. It will be very funny," said the Duchess, 
helping herself to some marmalade. "Loo Blarney 
will be furious if Ronald runs after Lady Lorrimer 
instead of walking about the gardens with her girl. 
Upon my word, Augustus," she continued, " I almost 
feel inclined to encourage a mild flirtation between 
Ronald and Lady Lorrimer in order to annoy that 
woman. Why is one obliged to ask people one detests, 
I wonder?" 

"The Blarneys!" exclaimed her husband. "An 
odious woman — a vulgarian ! " 

" A vulgarian who has no business to be so, which 
makes her all the more detestable." 
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" Who else have you got, Louisa ? " 

"Oh, I really don't remember them all, without 
looking at the list. Well, there are Millicent Banff 
and her girl, and Lord Taplow — I asked him because 
Millicent wanted it, you know. I'm sure I wish he'd 
marry. It's perfectly scandalous the way all the 
mothers run after him ; and then — oh, Mr. Westbury 
Jones " 

" The journalist fellow ? " 

" The author," corrected the Duchess ; " that's all I 
can remember. You gave me some names of men you 
wished me to ask, Augustus." 

"I know I did, my dear, but I've forgotten who 
they are." 

"So have I," laughed the Duchess; "it doesn't 
matter ; we shall be able to sort them out when they 
arrive. Then I will write to Lady Lorrimer," she 
added, " and ask them for next Saturday. I'd a good 
mind not to ask Ronald after all ; but if I didn't, he'd 
only propose himself. Augustus, don't forget that we 
dine out to-night. I shan't be in to luncheon." 

People who only knew the Duke and Duchess of 
Cheshire slightly wondered why they had ever married 
each other. The Duke was staid, dignified, and 
courteous, and so scrupulous in his dress that he was 
never mistaken for a duke of his generation by those 
who did not happen to know him by sight. His wife 
was courteous also, and could be dignified if occasion 
required it of her. Everything about the Duchess of 
Cheshire was on a large scale. Nature had endowed 
her with a large person, but had added a large heart 
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and a large outlook on life generally. In face she was 
strikingly handsome, of a classical, statuesque beauty. 
She was beloved by her friends, adored by her de- 
pendents, and cordially disliked by her enemies, who 
mistrusted her sense of humour and the frank honesty 
of her nature. 

Both by birth and marriage she was a very great 
lady indeed. The Cheshires possessed everything that 
this world could give, except children to succeed them. 
At the death of the Duke the dukedom would become 
extinct, and the greater portion of the estates and a 
secondary title pass to a distant cousin. In the 
absence of any children of their own, the Duke and 
Duchess had treated Bonald Latimer, whose father 
was a first cousin to the Duchess, as though he 
were their son. He was free to come and go to and 
from any of their houses, and as he steadily rose to 
eminence in his Parliamentary career they regarded 
him with pride as well as with affection. 

The Duchess — a very shrewd observer of her fellow- 
creatures, notwithstanding all her careless good- 
humour — had never allowed her fondness for Bonald 
Latimer to blind her to certain characteristics which 
her own more generous nature recognised as defects. 
She could not blame him, however, for his ambition, 
or for his determination to make a name for himself in 
the world. 

" Bonald must marry the right woman," she would 
sometimes say to the Duke. "If he marries the wrong 
one, he will become egotistical and narrow-minded. " 

The manoeuvres of Lady Louisa Blarney and her 
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daughter to secure Ronald Latimer the Duchess of 
Cheshire viewed with the utmost disapproval. She 
considered Lady Louisa to be a snob of the modern, 
well-born type that she particularly detested, and 
Elinor Blarney she disliked even more cordially than 
she did that young lady's mother. But she and her 
husband were perfectly well aware that Eonald 
Latimer was generally looked upon as the probable 
heir to as much of the Duke's personalty and 
possessions as the latter was free to leave according to 
his pleasure, and it was no secret that he made him a 
very handsome allowance. Being the second son of 
a poor peer, Ronald Latimer would have had very 
great difficulty in meeting the inevitable expenses of a 
public life had he only his own fortune and his official 
salary to depend upon. 

Perhaps Lady Louisa Blarney had been indiscreet 
in her remarks, or in her confidences. However this 
might be, the Duchess was fully aware that she and 
her daughter were intent upon catching Ronald, while 
the fact that the latter had undoubtedly allowed Miss 
Blarney to flirt with him made her doubly mistrustful 
lest he should become entangled in the Blarney nets. 
She had other views for Ronald, and resented the 
tactics of Lady Louisa accordingly. 



CHAPTEE V 

The Saturday to Monday parties at Denwick, the 
Duke and Duchess of Cheshire's place a few miles out 
of London, had long ranked among the social institu- 
tions of the London season. 

The Duchess usually had an informal garden party 
on Saturday afternoons during the latter half of June 
and the first half of July, when the roses for which the 
Denwick gardens were famous were in their full 
summer beauty. A certain number of her guests were 
invited to stay over Sunday, and these gatherings had 
the name of being pleasant enough. The Duke was 
one of those men who appear to the best advantage in 
their own houses, and perhaps not the least of the 
Duchess's qualities as a hostess was the tact with 
which she managed her husband. She respected his 
prejudices, and if the exigencies of society occasionally 
obliged her to invite people with whom she knew he 
could have no sympathy, she generally contrived to 
introduce a few neutralising elements among her 
guests — men and women of his own age and standing 
— with whom he could discuss the levelling tendencies 
of the times and the detriment worked to society by 
the nouveaux riches. 

5 « 
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"They are the Duke's safety valves," she would 
explain with a twinkle in her eyes, in order to account 
for the presence of possibly incongruous guests, and 
she encouraged him to blow off steam with them in 
remote parts of the grounds, or in the long gallery, 
while the unconscious wreckers of society were playing 
bridge in adjacent rooms. 

Not that the Duchess of Cheshire entirely approved 
of the ways and doings of modern society ; but she was 
too sensible a woman to take those ways and doings 
very seriously, and too observant a woman to believe 
that they left more than a passing ripple upon the 
surface of the true life of her country. 

As she stood in the gallery at Denwick on the 
following Saturday afternoon receiving the guests who 
had driven or come by train from London to her 
garden party, the Duchess did not feel as easy in her 
mind as usual. Until seven o'clock all would be plain 
sailing, but when that hour arrived, and the last of the 
carriages had driven away, leaving only those who had 
been invited to stay in the house, she felt that her 
difficulties would begin. 

The fact was that there was absolutely nobody for 
Augustus. It had so happened that the people whom 
he had expressed a wish should be asked had all been 
engaged, and she had relied, upon their presence to 
seize the opportunity of inviting the Blarneys and 
others whom she felt must sooner or later be bidden. 
Lord Taplow, she knew, was not a person whom the 
Duke could tolerate. He accounted his admission to 
the House of Lords as one among the many political 
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enormities committed by Mr. Gladstone. She herself 
was always heartily entertained by a little of that 
melancholy peer's company. It interested her to 
observe so edifying an example of the truth of the 
saying that wealth did not always produce happiness, 
while his morbid suspicions of the self-interested 
motives of those who accepted his hospitality appealed 
to her sense of humour. But Augustus had no sense 
of humour at all, and even Mr. Westbury Jones, who 
pointed the finger of scorn at the aristocracy in print, 
and in practice spent his life in pursuing smart people 
up and down Europe, did not provoke any other 
feeling in her husband than a mild wonder that 
modern society needed advertising agents. 

" Luckily," reflected the Duchess, " there is Milli- 
cent Banff— she always amuses him." These thoughts 
were passing through her mind while shaking hands 
and saying civil words to each of her guests, as the 
servants announced their names and they passed on 
through the gallery and out into the gardens below, 
where a Hungarian band was playing under the trees, 
and tents containing little tables, laden with fruits and 
eatables of all kinds, at each of which servants were in 
waiting, were scattered about the shady lawns. 

The Duchess, standing at her post, suddenly became 
aware that all the people near her had their heads 
turned in the same direction, and, before she realised 
who or what it was that had attracted their attention, 
the groom of the chambers announced Sir Henry and 
Lady Lorrimer. 

In the same breath he called out the name of Mr. 
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Latimer, and the Duchess raised her eyebrows a little 
impatiently. 

She understood what it was that had arrested the 
notice of those lingering in the gallery as she greeted 
the newcomers. 

" My dear," she said afterwards to Lady Banff, who 
arrived a little later, " she positively took my breath 
away ; though I know you will say it takes very little 
to do that." 

" Lady Lorrimer very kindly gave me a place in her 
carriage," said Bonald Latimer, but the Duchess did not 
hear him, or hearing, did not heed. She was looking 
at the woman whose hand she still held in her own — 
looking till she felt suddenly conscious of rude- 
ness. 

" I am so glad you and Sir Henry were able to come 
to us, Lady Lorrimer," she said. "I'm afraid it was 
very short notice, but our parties are always informal, 
you know — just a means of escape from a Sunday in 
London." 

" A very delightful means, Duchess," replied Kathe- 
rine Lorrimer. "It was so kind of you to think of 
asking us." 

The Duchess's presence of mind deserted her for an 
instant. " Oh, Eonald — I mean the Duke, was so 
anxious to make Sir Henry's acquaintance," she said 
hastily. "He so much admired his courage in fighting 
that election. I don't know where he is — out in the 
garden, I suppose." 

" Shall I take Sir Henry and Lady Lorrimer to find 
him? " asked Mr. Latimer. 
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The Duchess looked at him for a moment. " Do ! " 
she replied ; and then she added, not without motive, 
" you will find Lady Louisa Blarney and her daughter 
out there — they asked if you had arrived." 

She had only met Lady Lorrimer once or twice at 
evening parties, and, though she had at once realised 
that Eatherine was a beautiful woman, the full 
measure of her beauty had never dawned upon her 
until that moment. Lady Lorrimer was dressed 
entirely in the softest of whites, which set off the 
brilliancy of her rich colouring and long, slumbrous 
brown eyes. It was not surprising that people had 
turned to look at her as she came slowly down the 
gallery to where her hostess was standing. The 
Duchess wondered if she had made a mistake. 
Ronald was an idiot to drive down with the Lorrimers. 
People knew he was intimate with them, and would 
very soon begin to talk if he followed her to country 
houses — the more so because Sir Henry and she looked 
more like father and daughter than husband and wife. 
Augustus was right — she didn't know Lady Lorrimer. 
Perhaps she didn't know Ronald either. Even that 
Blarney girl would be better than a scandal. Alto- 
gether, she felt more and more distrustful of the 
success of this week's Saturday to Monday party, and 
since she had seen Eatherine again she almost pitied 
Lady Louisa Blarney for the discomfiture which she 
had looked forward to inflicting upon her. 

Later in the evening, as the shadows from the elm* 
trees crept across the lawns, and the scent of the 
newly mown hay floated into the windows from the 
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park beyond, the Duchess watched with unaccustomed 
regret the last of her guests driving away. On other 
occasions the sound of departing carriage wheels had 
fallen gratefully upon her ears ; but now, with a vague 
feeling that there was safety in numbers, she wished 
she could rush down the great flight of steps leading 
from the entrance hall and implore people to remain. 

Mr. Westbury Jones came up to her as she had 
taken leave of the last of her guests. 

"Your Grace's labours for the day are over," he 
remarked. 

If there was one thing more than another which the 
Duchess detested it was being " Your Graced " — except 
by the servants, from whom it passed unnoticed. 

" Have you seen the Duke ? " she asked. 

" He is in the gardens, talking to Lady Lorrimer." 

"To Lady Lorrimer?" 

" Yes," said Mr. Westbury Jones, laughing. " He 
is evidently overcome — we are all overcome, Duchess." 

"By the heat?" 

" No ! by the new beauty ! She is magnificent, is 
she not ? But rather cold, I hear. Must be, to have 
married Lorrimer." 

" Cold ! " repeated the Duchess ; " I don't think she 
looks cold." 

" Perhaps not ; perhaps not ! " replied Mr. West- 
bury Jones, hastily. "I'm only saying what I hear 
about her. Sleeping volcano, very likely — burst out 
when you least expect it." 

The Duchess turned back into the gallery. 

"Why is she supposed to be cold, Mr. Jones?" 



LOVES PROXY 55 

she asked, as they descended the steps leading into 
the gardens together. 

" She is said to be — well — unresponsive." 

" That is all as it should be/' remarked the Duchess* 
" I don't suppose her husband says so of her, which is 
probably all she thinks or cares about." 

"Oh, Lorrimer doesn't say so, naturally! He's 
madly in love with her — drivelling. But there are 
rumours, my dear Duchess, rumours." 

" Dinner is at half -past eight," observed the Duchess. 
She was not going to discuss one of her guests with 
another, but she would have liked to hear what Mr. 
Westbury Jones had to say concerning the Lorrimer 
manage. He was a man who knew something about 
everybody, and when a new star appeared on the 
social, political, or artistic horizon Mr. Westbury 
Jones was always ready with his telescope. 

The Duchess of Cheshire, something of a Bohemian 
at heart, liked a leaven of brains at her parties, and 
naturally preferred art to politics, and sometimes, it 
must be confessed, wit to worth in her acquaintances. 
Perhaps, had she not been invariably kind as well as 
civil to such men of Mr. Westbury Jones's profession 
as crossed her path, her Duke would have received less 
tender treatment at their hands. As it was, he was 
never alluded to by the society journals in any more 
disrespectful fashion than might be implied by de- 
scribing him as belonging to the vieille roche, a tribute 
which always pleased him mightily. 

The broad expanse of lawn which had been crowded 
half an hour before by a throng of well-dressed men 
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and women, was deserted when Mr. Westbury Jones 
and his hostess returned to it. 

The sound of voices coming from behind a group of 
Spanish chestnuts caused them to make their way in 
that direction. As they emerged into a green glade, 
about which masses of the rambler rose were covering 
the stumps of departed trees with a red glory, the 
Duchess stopped short, and surveyed the group in 
front of her with some astonishment. 

The Duke was sitting on a bench with Lady 
Lorrimer. He was laughing and talking quite un- 
restrainedly, though Lady Louisa was sitting opposite 
to him and Lord Taplow was but a yard away sub- 
mitting to the attempt of Miss Douglas, Lady Banff's 
daughter, to induce him to take a brighter view of life. 

The Duchess cast a rapid glance round the little 
circle. 

"Where," she asked, " is Ronald Latimer? " 

" He is rowing Elinor about the lake," said Lady 
Louisa BJarney contentedly. 

It certainly was a very perplexing party, the Duchess 
thought. 

" Augustus," she said to her husband, " do you know 
that it is nearly eight o'clock ? You have none of you 
seen your rooms," she added to her guests. " Lord 
Taplow, would you mind" going and reminding my 
cousin and Miss Blarney how late it is ? " 

" Poor Mr. Latimer," said Mr. Westbury Jones as 
Lord Taplow disappeared. " Fancy having so charm- 
ing an idyll ruthlessly interrupted by Taplow." 

That melancholy legislator returned in a few minutes. 
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" They are not on the lake," he said gloomily. 

"Not on the lake?" exclaimed the Duchess ; " are 
you sure? " 

"Quite sure. I saw the boat; it's half full of 
water." 

" Never mind, Duchess," said Lady Louisa Blarney ; 
" they've probably walked on into the park and lost 
their way. Young people will lose their way some- 
times, won't they, Lady Lorrimer ? " 

"Bonald knows his way well enough," said the 
Duchess bluntly, "and your daughter also, I should 
think," she added suavely to Lady Louisa. " She 
has been to so many of our parties here in recent 
years." 

Mr. Westbury Jones gave an audible chuckle. He 
thought he had a clue to the situation, and enjoyed 
Lady Louisa's discomfiture. Nothing pleased him 
better than feminine amenities. 

" There are the truants," he exclaimed, as the 
figures of Bonald Latimer and Miss Blarney appeared 
at the end of the path leading from the lake. 

The Duchess directed a scrutinising glance at them 
as they approached, and was satisfied. Bonald looked 
bored and Elinor looked cross. That was all as it 
should be. But why had they gone off together? And 
why had Bonald deserted Lady Lorrimer when he had 
asked that the Lorrimers should be invited to 
Denwick ? 

She looked at Lady Lorrimer, but Eatherine's face 
wore an expression of complete unconcern. Some- 
thing, she knew not what, prompted her to glance at 
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Sir Henry, and she saw that the latter was looking at 
Ronald Latimer with a look the meaning of which 
puzzled her. It was a keen and suspicious look — a look 
which a man might wear when expecting to discover 
an adversary cheating at play. 

The Duchess rose from her chair. 

" I think," she said, " that we should really be going 
in. Lady Lorrimer, I will show you and Sir Henry 
your rooms. Augustus, will you look after the 
others?" 

That evening at dinner the Duchess devoted herself 
to the exploration of Sir Henry Lorrimer, who sat next 
to her. She found him easy to talk to, and entirely 
unpretentious. It was wonderful how quickly Sir 
Henry had adapted himself to the new phase of life in 
which he had found himself. 

A little more than a year had passed since his 
marriage with Miss Lavington and his success in 
winning a Radical seat for the Unionist party, which 
event had occurred very shortly after Katherine had 
become his wife. 

The Duchess of Cheshire had heard it said that Sir 
Henry Lorrimer owed his reception into Society as 
much or more to his wife's beauty, and to the fact of 
her being the daughter of Charlie Lavington, whom 
many people remembered in his prosperous days, than 
to his wealth or his political victory. Indeed, his 
marriage was generally regarded as an excellent stroke 
of business on his part, not only securing to himself a 
beautiful woman, but one who possessed those advan- 
tages of gentle blood which he himself lacked. 
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People smiled at his evident devotion to his wife — a 
rather pitying smile. There is always something in the 
passion of an elderly man which diverts his neighbours, 
and the sight of others making fools of themselves has 
never palled upon men or angels. 

The Duchess thought that she should like to know a 
little more of Sir Henry Lorrimer before deciding 
whether or not he was a fool. The Lorrimer couple 
interested her. She had not heard that Sir Henry was 
a snob. In fact, she had heard quite the opposite, and 
this not from Ronald only, but from men who had 
made his acquaintance before he became known to the 
London world. He appeared to her to be of a simple, 
yet independent character, and to take his social success 
very indifferently. The Duchess of Cheshire had a very 
keen eye for a snob ; her path in life was plentifully 
beset by snobs of both sexes and of all ranks, from 
those of her own downwards. A very little conversa- 
tion with Sir Henry Lorrimer convinced her that he 
had no vulgarity of mind in him, and that they were 
mistaken who supposed that he was pushing his way 
in society by means of his wife's good blood and good 
looks. 

In the intervals of her conversation the Duchess 
occasionally glanced down the table at her husband, 
and noticed that he had abandoned Lady Banff, whom 
he had taken in to dinner, and was generally engaged 
in talking to Lady Lorrimer, who sat on his other side. 
As long as Augustus talked to somebody the Duchess 
did not care. It was when he sat in silence and 
thought of his Shorthorns that she felt her responsi- 
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bilities as hostess weighing heavily upon her. Some- 
times her quick ears detected a pause in the conversation 
at the opposite end of the table. It was during one of 
these pauses that she found herself studying Lady 
Lorrimer's countenance with a degree of interest of 
which she was hardly conscious, until Sir Henry's 
voice interrupted her train of thoughts. 

She was struck by the expression Katherine's 
features wore when in repose. It spoke of indiffer- 
ence and moral weariness; even, the Duchess could 
not help thinking, of disgust. It was only a passing 
expression, however; as her hostess looked at her, 
Katherine's face lighted up with animation as some 
one addressed a remark to her. 

" I beg your pardon," the Duchess said to her 
neighbour with a smile, as he repeated some observa- 
tion. " I was looking at Lady Lorrimer. May I be 
rude and make personal remarks? Your wife is a 
very beautiful woman, Sir Henry. It is not an 
English type of beauty." 

" She has some foreign blood in her veins," he 
replied. " Her grandmother was Sicilian — her father's 
mother." 

"Oh, Sicilian," and the Duchess paused for a 
moment. "It is more than mere beauty," she added. 
" She has a most interesting face, as well as a 
beautiful one." 

Sir Henry looked at her a little penetratingly. 

" Are you a student of faces, Duchess ? " he asked. 

"I? Oh no. But some faces compel attention. 
I think that Lady Lorrimer's is one of those. You 
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thought so also, Sir Henry/ 9 she continued, laughing, 
" so you must forgive me for saying it." 

Sir Henry looked down the dinner-table at his wife. 

" There is nothing to forgive/' he answered with a 
slight smile. " I suppose that husbands ought to be 
pleased when their wives are admired in the world. 
And I feel like a chaperon, you know, Duchess." 

" Like a chaperon ? " 

" Well, yes. You see, I am bringing my wife out in 
society. She led a very quiet life before her marriage. 
No doubt people say that it is she who is bringing me 
out, and, in a sense, it is. I should have gone on in 
my old bachelor ways if I hadn't married Eatherine — 
and should have continued to lead the life to which I 
was born." 

The Duchess glanced rapidly at her neighbour on 
her right. Seeing that Miss Douglas, whom she had 
purposely placed next Lord Taplow in order to 
please Lady Banff, was making the most of her 
opportunities, she turned to Sir Henry again. 

"So you have both of you been of use to each 
other, and to the world," she said, smiling. 

It was a pretty little speech, and, at the same time, 
one that gave her guest an opportunity to continue the 
subject if he cared to do so. 

"I hope I have been of use to her," he replied 
simply. 

There was a note of affection in his voice that 
touched the Duchess, and a trace of sadness in it 
which surprised her. 

" He hasn't got all he wanted," she thought, and 
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wondered where the trouble lay. The expression 
she had surprised on Sir Henry's face when Bonald 
Latimer and Miss Blarney had rejoined them in the 
garden before dinner, returned to her memory. If 
Bonald had been indiscreet, she would speak seriously 
to him on the subject, for she foresaw dangers ahead 
for any man who might allow his head to be turned by 
Lady Lorrimer's beauty. An elderly husband in love 
with a wife young enough to be his daughter — a wife 
beautiful exceedingly, with a strain of the passionate 
Southern blood in her veins — here, the Duchess 
thought, were materials that could scarcely fail to 
prove combustible, 'should some extraneous element 
introduce itself into their midst. 

After dinner she sat down by Lady Lorrimer. 
Being a warm July night the windows of the gallery 
were thrown open, and most of the party preferred 
the terrace beneath the house to remaining within 
doors. 

" You and Sir Henry see a good deal of our cousin, 
Bonald Latimer, do you not ? " she enquired casually, 
after they had talked together on a few indifferent 
topics. 

" Yes," answered Katherine, " he often comes to see 
us in Berkeley Square. I suppose we ought to be 
very much flattered that so busy a man as Mr. Latimer 
finds time to visit us. My husband is very grateful to 
him, you know, Duchess. He gave him so much 
valuable help and advice at the time of the election." 

" Bonald is wrapped up in his politics," observed the 
Duchess — " he thinks of nothing else," she added. 
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Lady Lorrimer smiled. "Men are much to be 
envied/' she said. "They can always make some 
interest for themselves in life." 

" Of course ; but so can women — especially we 
married women." 

" Oh, yes — domestic interests," replied Lady Lorri- 
mer indifferently. "The education of a tribe of 
children, and all that kind of thing." 

The Duchess winced a little. 

" I think there are others," she said gently. " Un- 
fortunately I have no experience of the domestic 
interests you mean. I am sure," she added, smiling, 
seeing that Katherine looked embarrassed, " that when 
these domestic interests come to you, they will prove 
very engrossing." 

"I hope they will never come!" exclaimed Katherine 
Lorrimer almost fiercely. " I should hate them." 

The Duchess looked at her critically, and then she 
laughed quietly. 

" My dear Lady Lorrimer," she said " you are one 
of the New Women, I see, and I am one of the older 
species who believes that a woman's chief excuse for 
existing is to have children and bring them up in the 
way in which they should go. I am quite aware that 
in our modern establishments for the education of 
women other ideas are acquired." 

" Possibly," replied Katherine a little coldly ; " I am 
no judge ; I was brought up at home.", 

" If that is the case, I may speak a little more 
freely," said her hostess. "I thought perhaps you 
had been educated at one of those colleges where 
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women learn to be — well, upon my word I don't 
know what they do learn to be — singularly unattractive 
freaks of humanity, I think." 

" I am afraid, Duchess," remarked Katherine, " that 
I must have created a very bad impression." 

The Duchess laughed — her good-humoured, chuck- 
ling laugh. She liked people who had their answers 
always ready. 

"I was judging you by your words," she replied. 
" So many people nowadays send their daughters to 
be educated away from home. They declare that they 
do it for the sake of the education — but we all know 
that it's because they don't want to be bothered with 
a governess in the house who will upset the servants, 
and other things too, perhaps. Formerly, of course, 
people in our class of life never dreamed of sending 
their girls to college." 

" My mother had the same dislike of girls' schools," 
said Katherine ; " moreover," she added simply, " she 
couldn't have afforded to send me to one, or to have a 
governess for me either, for that matter." 

" When I hear young women saying they don't care 
about men and hate babies," pursued the Duchess, 
" I always take it for granted that they have been 
brought up in schools. It's all ridiculous nonsense, of 
course, and there are generally more men and more 
babies than is either necessary or edifying." 

Katherine looked at her gravely. 

"But it may not always be ridiculous nonsense," 
she objected. " Some women may have a natural 
antipathy, or a physical repulsion to that kind of thing/ ' 
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" Poor Sir Henry Lorrimer ! " thought the Duchess. 
"A mere phase," she replied aloud, "and a very 
deplorable one. Shall we go on to the terrace?" 
she added. " There seems to be no air inside the 
house to-night." 

Later on, when her guests had retired to their own 
apartments, the Duchess went to Lady Banff 8 
rooms. 

" What do you think of them ? " she asked, as she 
settled herself comfortably in an armchair. 

"Oh, thoroughly unsatisfactory. The man's hope- 
less — wrapped up in himself and his own con- 
cerns." 

The Duchess smiled. 

"We are at cross-purposes," she said. "I meant 
the Lorrimers." 

Lady Banff bit her lip. " It's all very well for you 
to laugh, Louisa," she replied. "You haven't got to 
look forward to bringing a succession of girls out in 
the world ; and if you had, they wouldn't be paupers 
like mine are. As to the Lorrimers — well, I call it 
disgusting." 

"Disgusting?" 

" Certainly. Can you conceive anything more 
mercenary ? That girl — for she is little more than a 
girl — selling herself to an elderly shopkeeper. It 
reminds me of somebody in the Bible, or in the 
classical dictionary — I can't remember which." 

" There is no accounting for tastes, Millicent." 

" No — nor for the power of money to mould them," 
said Lady Banff a little irritably. 

6 
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"Certainly not," observed the Duchess; "we see 
instances of that every day." 

Lady Banff looked at her sharply, but the Duchess's 
face merely expressed a gentle regret at the sordid 
condition of society generally. 

" I don't think she cares a bit for her husband," she 
continued. " I talked to her this evening after dinner. 
She seems to be one of those women who — well, have 
ideas, you know." 

Lady Banff rose from her chair and shut the double 
door of the room communicating with her own. 

" I daresay Evelyn is not asleep yet," she said. 

" I can't make her out," continued the Duchess. 
' ' She interests me very much — and I think I should 
like her if I knew her; I think so, but I'm not sure." 

" She interests other people very much too, Louisa," 
said Lady Banff meaningly. 

"Ronald?" 

11 So people say." 

" I know they do," said the Duchess, " I was 
furious with him for driving down here with them 
to-day. What do you hear about her, Millicent? 
Mr. Westbury Jones was beginning to talk about her 
this afternoon, but I had to stop him ; I couldn't discuss 
her with him while she was under my roof, you know. 
Of course, between you and me it is quite a different 
thing." 

" They say she hates men," said Lady Banff. 

" So Mr. Westbury Jones hinted. As I say, she has 
ideas. I am sorry Ronald admires her so much." 

" I don't see that it matters — if she hates men." 
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" That's just it, Millicent. Does she hate men, or 
only one man ? " 

" Her husband, you mean? " 

" Yes — her husband. She hates him, not because he 
is a man, but because he is her husband. I can see it 
in her eyes when she looks at him, as clearly as I can 
see in his that he is passionately in love with her." 

" What an uncomfortable state of things ! " remarked 
Lady Banff. 

" Uncomfortable ? Of course it is uncomfortable. It 
can't last." 

" Why in the world did you ask Ronald Latimer to 
meet her here?" 

"Why? Oh, for several reasons. You see I knew 
the Lorrimers very slightly, and Augustus didn't know 
them at all. It made it easier to have somebody whom 
they knew. Now I wish I hadn't asked him. I have 
a suspicion that Sir Henry is jealous of his wife, and 
that he has an idea that people have laughed about 
Ronald's admiration for her, and resents it accordingly. 
After all, Ronald has talked about them everywhere, 
and asked people to dinner to meet them; so, very 
naturally, whenever they are invited he is asked 
also." 

"People are sure to talk — they always do," said 
Lady Banff; " but if she is so unapproachable " 

"Unapproachable! My dear Millicent, you have 
only got to look at her. How can a woman like that 
be unapproachable? It is a mere question of time, 
and of the right man turning up." 

"Well," said Lady Banff, smiling, "he hasn't 
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turned up at Denwick, Louisa. I never saw Lady 
Lorrimer look anything but bored and indifferent 
except when she was talking to the Duke ; and I don't 
suppose you are afraid of him falling a victim, are 
you?" 

The Duchess laughed. "It is very amusing," she 
added. " I haven't seen Augustus so captivated by 
anybody for years. I had counted upon you to keep 
him in a good humour, for you know he hates the 
Blarneys, and as for Lord Taplow " 

"Oh, I am nowhere," said Lady Banff, laughing; 
"he hardly threw me a word at dinner; though, poor 
man, he could not help taking me in. Anyhow, if 
Bonald Latimer expected to make the running he must 
feel very much out of it. They scarcely spoke to one 
another as far as I could see, and he went off with 
Elinor Blarney most of the afternoon. To be sure, 
she asked him to take her on the lake." 

The Duchess prepared to get out of her chair. 

" It is only Saturday night," she said. " There is 
all Sunday. Perhaps Lady Lorrimer will go to church. 
Sunday mornings are so dangerous, you know — people 
go out walks, and one can never tell what may happen. 
Augustus would like me to herd them all into a pew ; 
but one can't do that, or what would be the object of 
Saturday to Monday parties ? " 

" I'm not going to be herded into a pew," said Lady 
Banff, laughing. "You can take Mr. Blarney, and 
I'll stay at home. As for Bonald Latimer, I really 
can't see what you are afraid of. If Lady Lorrimer 
doesn't care about men, he will soon get tired, of 
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running after her, and perhaps the Blarneys will 
catch him on the rebound." 

" The Lord forbid ! " exclaimed the Duchess piously. 
"Augustus and I have other views for Ronald, 
Millicent." 

" Yes, I know. But, in the meantime, if I were you 
I shouldn't interfere with his present entetement. It 
will keep the Blarneys at bay." 

11 That is what I thought/' said the Duchess. " It 
all seemed so simple, but there is something I can't quite 
make out about it. I don't want to wake up one fine 
morning and find that, in trying to prevent that 
Blarney girl from catching Ronald, I have landed him 
in some stupid scandal." 

"He will take very good care of himself," observed 
Lady Banff. 

" That's just the point — will he ? That face is one 
a man might lose his head over ; and the more 
indifferent its possessor appeared to be, the more she 
would excite in some men a determination to — to " 

" To what, Louisa ? " 

" To make fools of themselves," said the Duchess, 
curtly. "But," she added, "I don't believe that a 
man would find it very easy to make a fool of Sir 
Henry Lorrimer." 



CHAPTER VI 

Sib Henry Lorrimer was sitting in his study in 
Berkeley Square. His writing-table, broad and 
spacious, occupied the centre of the room, and was 
covered with little packets of letters and papers, all 
neatly docketed. There was no litter — no confusion. 
Everything about Sir Henry Lorrimer's table bore 
silent but unmistakable witness to the orderly habits 
of a man of business who could not afford the time to 
be untidy. 

The room was simply but comfortably furnished. 
Over the chimney-piece, facing the revolving writing- 
chair covered with dark morocco leather, hung the one 
picture that adorned its walls — a full-length portrait of 
Lady Lorrimer, recently painted by a famous French 
artist, around which crowds had lingered at the last 
winter exhibition in Bond Street. It was a daring 
picture. In the background were orange-trees laden 
with golden fruit, and the blue glint of a southern sea. 
In the foreground, a dusty road, and roses, roses every- 
where. They hung in crimson masses over the marble 
balustrade of the steps which Katherine Lorrimer was 
descending. Her white draperies had brushed their 
blossoms in passing, and the fallen petals were 

TO 
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scattered around her and beneath her feet, waiting 
for her next step to braise and crush them. 

On the human figure the painter had wasted no 
ornament. The dark hair lay clustering over broad, 
level brows bent in an almost imperceptible frown, as 
though their owner were confronted by some eternal 
problem that baffled her understanding and held her 
spirit in weariness. The slumbrous eyes of softest 
brown gazed in front of her as if trying to penetrate 
beyond the white distance of the road below ; the red 
lips were parted in a faint smile that had something in 
it of sadness as well as of scorn. 

" It is almost a pity that Madame is a woman," the 
great artist had said to her as he studied her features 
for the first time ; " if she had been of the other sex 
she might have sat for the Antinous." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer's correspondence lay neglected 
as he sat looking at the picture opposite to him. He 
had married that woman who was advancing towards 
him through the roses and the sunlight, gazing, never 
at him, but at something far beyond him — something 
in which he felt himself to have no share nor part. He 
had married her. She was his by right, by law, and 
yet he was as far away from her as he was when he 
first met her. He had brought her by force into his 
life, but he had not been able to force himself into 
hers. He had failed — for the first time, he, Sir Henry 
Lorrimer, the successful business man, had failed in 
an enterprise. The pity of it was that the failure 
should be marriage — the heart-weariness of it, the 
burning mortification of it. And yet he had been 
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warned. Katherine had told him that she could not 
love him — as he wished to be loved. Like a fool he 
had not taken the warning. Like a fool he had 
believed that love must beget love. He had not 
realised that it sometimes begets hate. 

He knew that he had no reasonable grounds for 
complaint against his wife. She had never attempted 
to deceive him as to the state of her feelings towards 
him. He knew now that she had never even attempted 
to deceive herself, as women desirous of finding them- 
selves an excuse for making a loveless marriage are 
prone to do. 

She had tolerated his love, with a passive tolerance ; 
or rather she had tolerated his passion, submitting to 
it as the inevitable fulfilment of her share in their 
marriage contract. His love had never touched her ; 
and now, after more than a year of married life, Sir 
Henry Lorrimer was beginning to realise that it was 
his love that was crying out for satisfaction. 

As he gazed upon the picture opposite to him, a 
sudden gust of anger swept over his soul. He could 
have torn from its frame that beautiful, indifferent 
thing with its scornful smile that seemed to mock at 
the patience of his love. Almost he felt as though he 
could have rent it, and trampled its glowing beauty 
underfoot — as the rose-leaves on the steps had been 
bruised and trampled. What did the painter mean by 
those crushed blossoms which had stained the white- 
ness of the marble as if with their life's blood ? He 
had often looked at them and wondered why the artist 
had painted them with such careful detail. 
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Sir Henry Lorrimer turned his eyes away from the 
picture. With an impatient exclamation at his own 
weakness he rose from the writing-table to pace up 
and down the room. 

Suddenly the door opened and his wife entered. 
She had a paper in her hand, which she held out to 
him. 

"You wished to see the list for our dinner next 
week," she said. " I am writing the cards ; so if there 
is anybody else you wish to ask " 

Sir Henry took the paper and glanced over it. 

"I think," he observed quietly, "that we might 
substitute some other man for Latimer." 

Eatherine took up a book which lay on the table 
beside her and looked at its title. 

11 Do you ? " she replied, indifferently. " Very well. 
Perhaps you will suggest some one else. It is a political 
dinner, more or less, you know, and I thought that Mr. 
Latimer would fit in very well." 

Sir Henry looked at her somewhat searchingly. 

"Latimer is in our house too frequently, Eathe- 
rine," he remarked. " Of course, I know that he 
has been very useful, but we don't want him as a 
kind of tame cat." 

Lady Lorrimer laughed a little. "I don't think 
there is much of the tame cat about him," she re- 
plied. " But even if he is here frequently, what does 
it matter?" 

Sir Henry Lorrimer's patience began to be ruffled. 

" It matters very much," he said drily. " I don't 
suppose you want people to say ill-natured things." 
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His wife shrugged her shoulders. " I don't see why 
you should care if they did say them," she answered. 

Sir Henry turned away from her abruptly. It was 
one of the cold, callous speeches he often heard from 
Katherine's lips. 

" But I do care," he said, after a pause — " even if 
you do not. It is my duty to care, and it should be 
yours also. Do you suppose people think that Latimer 
comes here to see me ? " 

" Does it signify what they think ? " 

Sir Henry re-seated himself at the writing-table. 
Taking up a pencil he crossed Mr. Latimer's name 
off the list his wife had given him. 

" It signifies what I think," he replied. 

Katherine looked at him curiously. 

"We can ask Latimer again later on," Sir Henry 
continued. " He dined here a fortnight ago, and we 
have met him at nearly every dinner we have been to. 
It really seems as though people think that when they 
invite us it is necessary also to invite him." 

"I suppose they consider that he has discovered 
us. 

" Then they must find out their mistake." 

11 1 do not think it is a mistake," Katherine Lorrimer 
continued calmly. 

Sir Henry was silent. He could not very well gain- 
say his wife's last remark. Within a year he and 
Katherine had been received into the inner circle 
of the London world, and he could not but feel that 
Ronald Latimer had largely contributed to this social 
success, if success it could be called. 
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" Listen, Katherine," he said presently, speaking 
very gently, but also very decidedly. "You cannot 
afford to have a man like Latimer always hanging 
about you. If he were one of those young idiots 
who think it the smart thing to do to run after some 
married woman, it would be a different matter. People 
would not notice it so much, and I — well, probably I 
should not notice it so much either. But Latimer has 
never been one of that set, and he isn't an idiot. He 
is a man whose career is being watched." 

"It will be very easy to find another man for 
Wednesday night," said Katherine composedly. 

Sir Henry moved impatiently in his chair. " I only 
want to save you from the annoyance of finding your 
name coupled with Latimer's," he said. " Of course, 
it would be all nonsense — so far as you are con- 
cerned. But the world would not understand that. 
The only person to understand it would probably be 
myself." 

" Yourself ! " 

" Yes, Katherine. I am not in the least suggesting 
that I have any fear lest you should allow Latimer to 
compromise you, or me. Please do not think that. 
Besides, he is not the man to do it ; he could not com- 
promise you without compromising himself, and that 
would not suit his book at all." 

"The subject is not worth discussing," observed 
Katherine coldly. 

" I agree with you — it is not. But it is my duty to 
warn you." 

" Then — people have been talking." 
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" People always talk," replied Sir Henry evasively. 
" The only thing is to be careful not to give them too 
much excuse for doing so. I hear that Latimer's 
relations are very anxious he should marry. It ap- 
pears they have a suitable wife all ready for him." 

Katherine looked at him quickly. 

" Really ? " she asked. " Who told you so ? " 

" Lady Banff told me." 

" Ah, Lady Banff." 

She made no further comment, and Sir Henry took 
up a blue-book and played with it nervously. 

"It seems," he continued, "that the Cheshires are 
very anxious he should marry a cousin of the Duchess's 
— a Miss Gray. Lady Banff knows her well, and says 
she is very pretty, and that she has some money. 
Altogether a charming girl." 

He pronounced it gurl, and his wife shivered. 

" What else did Lady Banff tell you? " she asked. 

" She seemed to regard it as a settled thing," 
answered Sir Henry — "not an actual engagement, of 
course — she asked me not to talk about it — but still, 
an affair which would certainly be arranged sooner or 
later." 

He glanced at his wife as he spoke, but her face told 
him nothing. Only the lips wore a slight smile — the 
smile that the painter of the picture hanging above her 
had arrested and transferred to his canvas. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer flattered himself that he had 
done a clever thing. Katherine had no silly ideas in 
her head about Ronald Latimer, of course ; though the 
latter might entertain them about her. It was just 
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as well that she should learn what he had heard, and 
from whom he had heard it. Lady Banff was, as 
Katherine well knew, an intimate friend of the 
Duchess of Cheshire, and Sir Henry believed that 
he had put two and two together, and that he had 
grasped Lady Banff's motive for talking to him about 
Ronald Latimer's affairs. 

No doubt Katherine had been pleased with the 
attentions of a more or less prominent man like 
Mr. Latimer. Most women liked to monopolise the 
attention of a man who was being talked about. But 
Sir Henry did not think that his wife would care about 
being used as a second string to any man's bow. He 
calculated that she would in all probability snub Mr. 
Latimer, as he had more than once heard her snub 
other men, now that she knew him to be considered 
by his relatives almost engaged to this Miss Gray. 
He himself had felt more indignant than ever with 
Ronald Latimer after what Lady Banff had confided 
to him. His jealousy had been aroused. He was 
jealous not of his wife, but of the man who seemed 
to have awakened in her a certain interest, and to have 
made her take a pleasure in his society which he, her 
husband, had so utterly failed in his attempt to excite. 
He could not banish from his mind the suspicion 
that Ronald Latimer was laying deliberate siege to 
Katherine. 

He knew too well how, in his own case, it had been 
Katherine's very coldness and indifference to love that 
had kindled his passion for her to a point at which he 
was no longer master of himself. And if it had been 
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thus with him, how might it not be with a man so 
much younger than he? 

For some months he had watched — watched silently 
and keenly. But, beyond the fact that his wife seemed 
to prefer Mr. Latimer's society to that of other men 
frequenting the house, he had seen no sign of any 
response on her part to Bonald's admiration. What 
he fancied he did see was that the latter was rapidly 
losing his head. Other people saw it also ; of that he 
was convinced. Rightly or wrongly, he interpreted 
Lady Banff's remarks as a warning to himself and 
Katherine, and, possibly, as a remonstrance from the 
Cheshires, on whom Ronald Latimer so greatly de- 
pended for his future. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer leaned back in his chair and 
looked at his wife in silence. Katherine took the 
paper containing the list for the dinner-party and 
moved towards the door. 

" Do not forget to find another man," she remarked 
quietly. " I will send the cards out this evening." 

" You are not vexed, Katherine ? " began Sir Henry, 
hesitatingly. 

" Vexed ? Why should I be vexed ? " 

" Oh, well, it is annoying when people won't mind 
their own business." 

"Precisely!" 

Something in the tone of his wife's voice jarred upon 
Sir Henry. 

" Perhaps," he continued, " you think that I am not 
minding my own business. But I am minding it, 
Katherine — otherwise I should not have spoken. You 
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don't know the world as I know it, and sometimes I 
think that you forget — that you do not realise " 

" What do I not realise ? " 

Sir Henry hesitated again. " That everybody is not 
born with your nature," he said at length, •• and cer- 
tainly not every man. You forget your own power — 
the power of your beauty." 

Katherine turned and looked at him. 

" What are you afraid of ? " she asked. 

Sir Henry did not meet her gaze. Like most point- 
blank questions, it was a disagreeable question to 
answer, and he knew that there was but one answer 
to it. 

" I have already told you," he said, after a pause. 
"You do not realise the danger — the danger to your- 
self," and he looked at her doubtfully. 

Katherine smiled, but the smile told him nothing of 
her thoughts. Sir Henry understood man well enough ; 
but the thought that was uppermost in his wife's mind 
at that moment was that he certainly did not under- 
stand woman. 

Lady Lorrimer had taken in the situation instantly. 
The Duchess of Cheshire was afraid of her; afraid 
that her influence over Bonald Latimer might prevent 
him from marrying this girl who had been chosen as a 
suitable wife for him. The thought amused her. Per- 
haps, too, it slightly flattered her vanity; for there 
was, after all, plenty of human nature in her. Of 
course, she could see it all. Lady Banff had been 
deputed by the Duchess to give her a hint, and had 
used her husband as the channel of its conveyance. 
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The whole affair was decidedly amusing. Hitherto 
she had not taken Mr. Latimer's devotion very seri- 
ously. He interested her, and she was perfectly 
conscious of the fact that she far preferred his com- 
pany to that of other men whom she met. Unlike 
her husband, Ronald Latimer never attempted to 
make love to her ; and yet the feeling that she could 
make him do so if she chose was not an unpleasing 
feeling. She had not chosen, because she was very 
weary of this thing men called love — but she read in 
his eyes that the thing was there. It had not escaped 
Katherine that her husband had read it also, and she 
had noticed of late an ever-growing impatience on his 
part of Mr. Latimer's presence. She regarded this 
impatience with some concern. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer amorous was repugnant enough, 
certainly ; but then, as Mrs. Lavington had impressed 
upon her, she had given him the legal right to be so. 
But Sir Henry Lorrimer jealous was a serious matter 
to contemplate. Katherine often wished that her 
husband did not love her ; but she knew that he did 
love — ineffably. Very soon after she had become 
acquainted with Ronald Latimer she had found herself 
making comparisons, and wondering why the one 
wearied her and the other did not. There was some- 
thing mentally refreshing to her in Ronald Latimer's 
conversation and in the atmosphere which he seemed 
to introduce when he came to Berkeley Square. It 
did not strike Katherine that the atmosphere which 
Mr. Latimer brought with him was usually an 
atmosphere of self, nor was she conscious how largely 
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the mental refreshment she experienced on such 
occasions was due to this fact. Sir Henry's self- 
effacement irritated her. There was a haunting sense 
of the ridiculous in being the object of an elderly 
husband's adoration. She knew that she had no 
interest in his affairs. His money was made ; and his 
political life a mere form, embarked upon, as she was 
very well aware, for her sake rather than his own. 
The knowledge of this was a perpetual annoyance to 
her. She felt that she could have thrown herself into 
the life of a man who was fighting his way to the front 
in politics, in art — in anything, in short. She would 
have worked for him, have been ambitious for him and 
stimulated his ambition. 

Bonald Latimer had talked to her of his aims and 
aspirations until he had gradually awakened in 
Katherine a personal interest in them and in his own 
success in life. The thought that he had confided in 
her, apparently seeking her opinions and counsel on 
his affairs, flattered her. She liked to feel that she 
was of use to a public man, and almost unconsciously 
she had grown to believe herself to be indispensable to 
him. 

The attitude which her husband had recently 
assumed had hitherto not troubled Lady Lorrimer 
very greatly. She knew that she was not in love 
with Bonald, and that she had nothing to conceal 
on that account. Nevertheless, what she had just 
learned disturbed her. She felt a little impatient 
with herself that her husband's intelligence should 
have had this effect, but at the same time she was 
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considerably annoyed with Ronald. He had never 
mentioned Miss Gray to her, and Eatherine con- 
sidered that he should have done so. The considera- 
tion was inconsistent, no doubt, but womanlike. She 
hated Lady Banff for having discussed with her 
totad tJpo^ibili* „, B„Jd L.timer's rn.rri.ge. 

"You appear to be very anxious to protect Mr. 
Latimer," Katherine said sarcastically as Sir Henry 
kept silence. 

"lam anxious to protect you," he answered. "I 
should certainly not like to think that you were being 
talked about as I hear some other women being 
talked about." 

"Please," Katherine replied, " do not trouble your- 
self about me ! But, indeed, you are not thinking so 
much about me as about yourself." 

" That is an unfair remark," Sir Henry said, con- 
scious nevertheless of the amount of truth underlying 
his wife's words. 

"I do not think we need waste time by discussing 
the matter," she returned coldly. " As to the dinner- 
party, I must leave you to find some single man 
instead of Mr. Latimer. I am quite indifferent whom 
you ask." 

The stress laid upon the personal pronouns in the 
latter part of his wife's remark caused Sir Henry 
Lorrimer for the first time to lose control over his 
patience. 

"I daresay you are!" he exclaimed. "Whatever 
I do, or feel, is a matter of indifference to you. But 
what you do is not indifferent to me. As to Latimer, 
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he may go and dine in hell if he likes, but he shan't 
dine here again yet awhile. I mean to be master in 
my own 'ou — house," he concluded, with an effort to 
recover a nearly lost aspirate. 

Katherine looked at him with genuine astonishment. 
That her husband could lose his temper with her was 
something of a revelation. Then the humour of the 
situation seized her. 

" I have no control over the devil's dinner lists," 
she observed tranquilly, "neither, for that matter, do I 
seem to have much over yours. It is understood, 
then, that Mr. Latimer dines — elsewhere — on the 
fifteenth." 

She turned quickly as she spoke and walked quietly 
out of the library without a glance at her husband. 
Sir Henry Lorrimer, with his thumbs thrust into his 
waistcoat pockets, was gazing out of the windows, 
already repentant of his outburst. The sound of the 
opening door caused him to look round. 

" Katherine ! " he called out hurriedly. " Katherine, 
wait ! I didn't mean " 

But the door closed behind his wife ; and Sir Henry, 
though he made a step or two forward as to follow her, 
paused for a moment irresolutely, and then reseated 
himself at his writing-table. 



CHAPTER VII 

"Augustus," said the Duchess of Cheshire to her 
husband, " I wish you would listen to me instead of 
reading those tiresome debates." 

The Duke looked up from his Times. 

"I was reading Ronald's speech in the Commons 
last night," he said, laying the newspaper on his knees 
and looking at his wife over his reading-glasses. " In 
my opinion," he continued, " it is the best speech he 
has ever made in the House. But what is it, Louisa ? 
I am all attention." 

" It's not much use Ronald's distinguishing himself 
in public if he is going to make an ass of himself in 
private life," said the Duchess bluntly. 

The Duke removed his glasses from his nose and 
laid them on the table beside him. 

" In his private life ! " he re-echoed. " I don't 
know what you mean, Louisa. Ronald is too busy a 
man to have any private life." 

" Humph ! " ejaculated the Duchess. " People 
have always time to make fools of themselves," and 
then she looked at him dubiously, and hesitated for a 
moment. 

The fact was that the Duchess felt considerably 

84 
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disturbed in mind. She was not given to listening to 
gossip with any attention ; indeed, gossip bored her, 
and she was not a woman who liked being bored. 
A story had reached her ears through Lady Banff that 
Ronald and Lady Lorrimer had been seen sitting 
together in a remote part of Kensington Gardens, in 
earnest conversation. Now, there was no reason why 
two people should not sit and talk to each other in any 
part of Kensington Gardens they might select ; but it 
was both unfortunate and annoying that Ronald and 
Lady Lorrimer should have been those two people. 
In the first moment of irritation, on hearing the story 
from Lady Banff's lips, the Duchess had exclaimed 
that if they had not been idiots they would have chosen 
Battersea Park, as a locality less likely to be traversed 
by those who might know them by sight. 

Thus far, the plan which the Duchess and Lady 
Banff had concerted, whereby Lady Lorrimer was to 
hear through her husband that Ronald was already 
considered by his relatives as engaged to Rachel Gray, 
had not had any visible result. The worst of it was 
that the Duchess felt she had herself been indiscreet. 
In her fear lest Ronald should fall into the Blarney 
nets, she had, as she well knew, thrown him and Lady 
Lorrimer together on various occasions, and she had 
even asked the Lorrimers to Cheshire House in a more 
intimate manner than had been either necessary or, as 
she now reflected, wise. 

She had fully made up her mind, after hearing the 
Kensington Gardens story, that she would consult her 
husband on the subject. On second thoughts, however, 
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she felt by no means sore that any good would result 
from doing so. Augustus was very strict in certain of 
his ideas. He held decided views as to the sanctity of 
matrimony and the obvious disadvantages of a minage 
& trois. The Duchess herself was apt to make 
allowances for the frailties of human nature, where 
allowances could possibly be made ; but she knew that 
it would be hopeless to expect anything of the kind from 
her husband. 

. She regretted her remark as to the possibility of 
Eonald making a fool of himself in his private life as 
soon as she had made it, for Augustus's suspicions were 
evidently aroused. 

" It is high time that Eonald married," he said, as 
his wife paused. "Nothing is so damaging to a 
political man's career as dangling about some married 
woman." 

"I quite agree with you," the Duchess returned 
eagerly. " That is the very point on which I wished 
to speak to you." 

"Which point? There were two in my remark, 
Louisa." 

" Why, Bonald's marriage, of course. Rachel can 
leave her mother now, and I have asked her to come to 
us for the remainder of the season. You don't mind, I 
suppose ? " 

" Mind ? " answered the Duke. "No, why should I 
mind? A very good thing, Louisa — an excellent thing. 
Throw them together as much as possible." 

" That is what I thought. But it is not so easy to 
throw two people together in London, especially when 
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Parliament is sitting, and one of the two happens to be 
in the Government. No, Augustus, we can't rely upon 
that sort of thing at present — it will be much simpler 
when we are at Brampton." 

" Then what do you mean to do now ? " 

" Well," replied the Duchess, " I think it would be 
a very good plan if it were generally regarded as an 
understood thing that Rachel was going to marry 
Ronald. He would get accustomed to the idea, you 
know, and custom counts for a good deal." 

" And other people would get accustomed to it also," 
observed the Duke. 

His wife glanced at him quickly. Augustus occa- 
sionally manifested a shrewdness which was apt to 
take her by surprise. 

"Exactly," she replied. "The Blarneys, for in- 
stance." 

The Duke took up the Times again impatiently. 
" A detestable brood," he muttered to himself. " By 
all means have Bachel here," he continued, " and she 
can come to Brampton in August, when Parliament 
has adjourned. I suppose," he added, "that she would 
marry Ronald if he asked her ? " 

" To-morrow," said the Duchess laconically. 

" Then, my dear Louisa," returned the Duke, " why 
doesn't he ask her ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know," the Duchess answered, a 
little irritably. "Last winter I thought every day 
that he meant to propose to her — and so, I suspect, did 
she, poor child. Not that she has ever talked about 
her feelings respecting Ronald — certainly not to her 
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mother — but then girls nowadays don't confide in 
their mothers; at least so Millicent Banff tells me." 

The Duke gathered up his newspaper and his glasses 
and rose from his chair. 

" You and Lady Banff had better try to arrange it 
between you," he said, preparing to beat a retreat to 
his own room. " She has experience." 

The Duchess laughed. "Poor Millicent!" she 
replied. " She certainly has ! " 

It was not without a certain sense of relief that she 
saw her husband leave the library where they were 
sitting after breakfast. She knew very well that he 
would be considerably annoyed if he suspected any 
intrigue between Bonald and Lady Lorrimer or any 
other married woman. And when Augustus was 
annoyed he generally thought it right to take action, 
as he called it; in the course of which process the 
Duchess had known him to blunder considerably, 
although animated by the best of intentions. 

She had taken up a newspaper, and was glancing 
through its contents, when the door opened and 
Bonald Latimer came into the room. 

"They told me I should find you here," he said, 
after wishing her good morning. "Is the Duke in? 
I wanted to speak to him for a moment. We should 
like him to propose an amendment to clause six in the 
National Defence Bill. I think it will probably be 
taken in the Lords on Friday night." 

" He has just gone to his room ? " replied the 
Duchess. " But I don't suppose he knows anything 
about National Defence," she added. 



LOVE'S PROXY 89 

Ronald Latimer laughed. 

" No more does anybody else — in the Government," 
he returned. "Most of our Bills are tentative 
measures. This is another of them. But a certain 
amount of criticism from our own side is always a 
good thing. It takes the wind out of the Opposition 
sails, you know." 

The Duchess looked at him for a moment or two 
without replying. 

" I hear you made an excellent speech last night," 
she said presently. 

" Oh, well, people say so " 

" Rachel is coming to us to-morrow — till the end of 
the season," the Duchess continued abruptly. 

Ronald Latimer looked surprised, and, his cousin 
could not help thinking, not altogether pleased. 

"I thought that she had refused to come when you 
asked her before — that she did not like to leave her 
mother," he said. 

" Her mother is much better now. Rachel deserves 
a holiday — she has had a good many weeks of 
anxiety." 

" I suppose you will take her to balls and things," 
said Ronald carelessly. 

" If she likes to go," answered the Duchess. " But 
I don't suppose she will care to go out much," she 
continued. " It is not her first season, you know ; and 
I suspect that the only person Rachel would particu- 
larly care to meet is not often to be found at a 
ball." 

Ronald Latimer looked at his watch. " I want to 
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catch the Duke before he goes oat/ 9 he said, " and I 
am on my way to Whitehall" 

" Augustus is not going out," returned the Duchess 
placidly, "and Whitehall won't run away. Your 
secretaries will only think that you are resting after 
your triumph of last night." 

" Oh, if you wish to speak to me about anything, I 
have a few minutes to spare," replied Eonald ; " but you 
know how busy this confounded Bill keeps us. What 
with having to be at the office till three or four o'clock 
in the afternoon, and in the House the rest of the day 
and most of the night, one really hasn't a minute one 
can call one's own." 

"A very good thing too," observed the Duchess, 
settling herself down in a chair. 

" I don't quite see why you think so ? " 

" But I do think so, and I don't at all mind telling 
you why. Other people won't tell you anything — 
they'll be only too delighted to see you in — well, in a 
mess. If you weren't a successful man nobody would 
care very much whether you got into a mess or 
whether you didn't. But you are a successful man, 
and success in these days means brains. Nothing 
makes people so unpopular as brains, if they happen 
to use them." 

"My dear cousin Louisa, what on earth do you 
mean ? " asked Eonald. 

The Duchess looked him straight in the face. When 
she once made up her mind to a moral move it was 
apt to be as deliberate and weighty in its way as were 
her physical motions. 
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" The more you are at Westminster or Whitehall, 
and the less you are in Berkeley Square, the better for 
you," she replied. " No — you needn't interrupt me. 
Lady Lorrimer is an extremely good-looking woman, 
and no doubt a very interesting one; but — she is 
Lady Lorrimer." 

44 Yon have been hearing some silly gossip, I 
suppose/' said Konald lightly. "I fancy Lady 
Lorrimer has enemies ; good-looking women generally 
have — chiefly among the men they have snubbed. As 
to being much at Berkeley Square — by which I suppose 
you mean at the Lorrimers' house — I haven't been 
inside it for some time, not since I dined with them 
about a month ago." 

" Oh, I don't mean Berkeley Square in particular," 
returned the Duchess. " At any rate, you'd better sit 
in Lady Lorrimer's pocket in her husband's house 
than — well, in Kensington Gardens, for instance ; for 
then nobody would talk except the Lorrimer servants, 
and nobody pays attention to what servants say. If 
people did we should, most of us, be up in the 
Divorce Court, and in other courts too, for that 
matter." 

" Oh ! " exclaimed Bonald, " now I understand what 
you mean. I certainly did meet Lady Lorrimer 
walking through Kensington Gardens the other day, 
and we sat down and had a talk. I suppose some 
idiot saw us and hurried off to gossip about it. Our 
meeting was a pure accident." 

The Duchess smiled sarcastically. 

"Of course," she observed. " Kensington Gardens 
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is a nasty dangerous place. Accidents are perpetually 
happening there — or if they don't happen there, they 
happen afterwards, which is worse. If you must 
know, Elinor Blarney passed you — she was walking 
with her maid. But you and Lady Lorrinier were so 
engrossed that you did not notice her." 

11 Damn Elinor Blarney ! " muttered Mr. Latimer. 

"By all means," the Duchess returned cordially; 
"but that won't stop people talking about you and 
Lady Lorrimer. And it's not fair, Ronald," she added. 
" It's unfair on her and Sir Henry, to begin with ; and 

it's unfair on " she stopped, and for the first time 

hesitated for a moment. 

"On whom? on myself, I suppose," interposed 
Ronald. 

" Fiddle-de-dee ! " replied the Duchess sharply. 
" That's so like you, Ronald — so like most men, if it 
comes to that ! No; it's unfair on Rachel." 

"On Rachel!" repeated Ronald Latimer. "But, 
Louisa, I have never proposed to Rachel, so what 
right " 

"I know you haven't," interrupted the Duchess, 
"but you ought to have done so. Last year you 
behaved in such a way as to give her every reason to 
think that you meant to propose to her. And, as I 
say, you ought to marry her. Augustus wishes it ; I 
wish it ; and I am quite sure that Rachel herself wishes 
it. You were inclined to wish it also, before Lady 
Lorrimer appeared on the scene." 

Ronald laughed a little nervously. 

" I assure you," he said after a pause, during which 
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the Duchess gazed at him imperturbably, " that you 
are quite mistaken — as far as Lady Lorrimer is con- 
cerned. I don't pretend not to admire her, and I 
find her very agreeable. I am sorry for her, too — tied 
up to that jealous old snob of a husband." 

The Duchess shook her head. 

"A bad symptom, my dear Ronald," she said — "a 
very bad symptom ! When a man begins to feel sorry 
for a pretty woman, and regards her as thrown away 
upon her husband, he had better travel, or go after big 
game. You can't do either, unluckily." 

" It is scarcely necessary ! " observed Ronald. 

" And you are quite wrong as to Sir Henry Lorrimer 
being a snob," continued the Duchess. "I know a 
snob when I see one — there are plenty about. But 
Sir Henry Lorrimer is very much the reverse. I 
should say that you are right, however, as to his being 
a jealous husband." 

" Jealous husbands shouldn't marry women young 
enough to be their daughters." 

The Duchess shrugged her shoulders. "That is 
beside the point," she replied. " The fact remains 
that Lady Lorrimer is his wife. I don't suppose you 
want your career to be ruined by a scandal ; and Sir 
Henry Lorrimer strikes me as being one of those un- 
compromising people who are apt to make scandals 
inevitable. I'm not a very strait-laced person," she 
continued, glancing at her cousin with an expression 
half grave and half humorous," but I do think that 
marriage ought to be respected. And you know what 
Augustus feels about all that sort of thing. He'd 
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abolish divorce if he could ; and if the Deceased Wife's 
Sister Bill were passed, I believe it would kill him. 
That must be pure moral principle on his part, for I 
haven't got a sister." 

Ronald laughed. "I really must go," he said, 
glancing at his watch again. "You needn't be un- 
easy," he added ; " I shan't compromise either Lady 
Lorrimer or myself." 

The Duchess looked at him. "Marry Rachel," 
she said gravely, " and don't let Lady Lorrimer com- 
promise you. She has ideas. I mean ideas about the 
relation of the sexes, and all that kind of thing — and 
that sort of woman usually ends by compromising her 
friends. Besides, there is another thing you should 
consider. It woU be very wise of you if you run 
counter to Augustus's wishes. You know what I mean 
— and Augustus is very obstinate. If he once gets an 
idea into his head, it isn't easy to get it out again. 
Now I have no more to say — I've given you a hint, 
Ronald, and if you don't profit by it, you're a fool. 
You'll find Augustus in his room. He thinks he's 
going to have the gout." 

Ronald smiled to himself as he left her. The 
Duchess of Cheshire's hints were wont to be driven 
in with sledge-hammmers, but he fully recognised 
their utility. The Duke could make him a rich man 
in the future, and he had given him every reason to 
suppose that it was his intention to do so. And 
Rachel ? Well, a man might certainly do much worse 
than marry Rachel Gray — under the circumstances. 



CHAPTER VIH 

When Ronald Latimer told the Duchess that his 
meeting with Lady Lorrimer in Kensington Gardens 
had been due to accident, he had only spoken the 
truth. He could see very well that his cousin 
did not believe him, and he was perfectly aware 
that nobody would regard his and Lady Lorrimer's 
simultaneous presence there as otherwise than pre- 
arranged. 

That Miss Blarney should have seen him and 
Katherine Lorrimer together annoyed him not a little, 
for he knew that Lady Louisa would not be likely to 
spare the woman whom she looked upon as a rival. 
As a matter of fact Lady Lorrimer had been visiting 
an old friend of her mother, who, in consideration of 
her late husband's services to his sovereign and country, 
had been graciously permitted to inhabit a cold and 
damp suite of rooms in Kensington Palace for the 
remainder of her natural life. 

After paying her visit, it had struck Katherine that 
it would be a pleasant thing to do to walk across 
Kensington Gardens, and she had accordingly sent her 
carriage away, with directions that it should await her 
at the Prince Consort Memorial. 

06 
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It happened to be a Saturday afternoon ; and, released 
from his official duties, Ronald Latimer had also bent 
his steps westward, not sorry to have an opportunity 
of taking a little exercise after a week of constant 
attendance in the House of Commons. It had been a 
far from unpleasant surprise, but a surprise all the 
same, to find himself face to face with Lady Lorrimer 
in a semi-deserted part of the Gardens, where a few 
scattered couples were sitting in the shade of the elm- 
trees. To follow their example for a few minutes had 
seemed to be the obvious thing to do on a warm July 
afternoon, and neither Eonald nor Eatherine Lorrimer 
had been conscious of the fact that the few minutes 
had lengthened themselves into nearly an hour. 

During his short interview with the Duke of Cheshire 
that morning Eonald Latimer's thoughts had been 
chiefly occupied by what he had just heard from the 
Duchess's lips. 

He had lately been somewhat puzzled by Lady 
Lorrimer' s attitude towards him. He could not help 
noticing that there was a slight but very perceptible 
change in her manner when he talked to her. Her 
former indifference, with the touch of weariness in it 
that had first attracted him, seemed to be yielding to a 
very decided interest in himself — his political aims, his 
career, in everything, in short, that he chose to tell 
her concerning his affairs. 

This condition of things, although flattering to his 
vanity, might end by becoming embarrassing, and, as 
the Duchess had suggested, even compromising. 
That Sir Henry Lorrimer was jealous of him had been 
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evident to Ronald for some time, and he had wondered 
how it was that Lady Lorrimer appeared to be wholly 
unconscious of the fact. But one of the results of his 
unexpected meeting with her in Kensington Gardens 
had been the discovery that Lady Lorrimer was 
perfectly aware of her husband's jealousy, and that it 
angered her. How far he was in love with Sir Henry 
Lorrimer's wife, or whether he was in love with her at 
all, Eonald was not prepared to say— even to himself. 
He was very fully alive, certainly, to the fascination of 
her beauty, and appreciative, too, of her quickness of 
perception and intellect. 

But appreciation does not necessarily carry with it 
the desire to possess the object appreciated, and Eonald 
was by no means prepared to admit to himself that he 
was ready to risk a scandal for Katherine Lorrimer's 
physical or mental charms. 

Lady Lorrimer had up to the present been an enigma 
to him, a character the component parts of which had 
afforded him a certain interest to attempt to unravel. 
So long as he had felt that she regarded him with the 
same indifference as she displayed towards other men, 
her husband included, it had been interesting to see 
how far he could succeed in breaking down this 
indifference and in making himself the exception to 
her rule. 

Mr. Latimer's thoughts were not immersed in 
politics, as he left Cheshire House, and cut across 
Pall Mall and Carlton House Terrace into the welcome 
shade of St. James's Park. Although it was long past 
his usual hour for the commencement of his official 
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work at Whitehall, he slackened his pace after reaching 
the comparatively deserted park. Finally he sat down 
on an isolated chair and began to trace patterns on the 
ground with the point of his walking-stick. 

The applause which had burst forth in the House of 
Commons at repeated points during his speech of the 
night before — applause in which the Opposition 
benches had more than once joined — was not ringing 
in his ears. He was thinking of his own future, not 
of the future of his party, although he had arrived at a 
position in which the two were more closely allied 
than he quite realised. His mind evolved a sketch, or 
rather a panorama, of the prospects which life pre- 
sented to him, and he was fain to confess that the 
prospect was a fair one. Youth, brains, success were 
all on his side, and if he did not throw social position 
into the scale together with them, it was because he 
was unable to realise himself as being without it. 

The one part lacking to constitute a harmonious 
whole was money. It was true that the Cheshires 
gave him a very handsome allowance, in order that he 
should be independent of his official salary. But even 
the handsomest of allowances carry with them an 
element of uncertainty which must prevent them from 
being regarded as wholly satisfactory bases of life. 

"A man might do very much worse than marry 
Rachel Gray," Ronald Latimer said to himself. 
"Domestic felicity would be a certainty. Rachel 
would not be likely to give her husband any surprises. 
The married state would be one of security, though 
possibly of some dulness. At all events, the Duke and 
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poor old Louisa would be pleased ; and if I married to 
suit their wishes, why, damn it all ! they couldn't do 
less than settle a useful sum upon me now, and leave 
me the unentailed properties in the future. After all, 
Louisa hinted as much just now, and she did the same 
last year. And Louisa knows how to manage her 
Duke — when she chooses." 

At this stage of his reflections Ronald Latimer 
abandoned his geometrical tracings and lighted a 
cigarette. 

" Not but what Rachel has good looks," he resumed, 
after watching the smoke-rings dissolve as he blew 
them away from him, " and a certain charm, too, in a 
quiet sort of way. I daresay one would get very fond 
of her, even if one did know exactly what was coming 
next. Good Lord, though, what a difference there is 
between those two women! I'll be bound Lorrimer 
never knows what is coming next. He's beginning to 
show for it, too. No, Louisa is right. Uncommon 
sensible woman, Louisa — not but what I've always 
thought that if she had some looks and a figure, her 
Augustus wouldn't have had such a quiet time of it. 
Louisa is perfectly right. I can't afford to compromise 
Lady Lorrimer, and I can't afford to let Lady Lorrimer 
compromise me. The British public has pretended to 
become virtuous since the eighteenth century, and 
expects virtue in the private lives of its politicians. 
Infernal silly thing — the British public, when you 
come to think of it; but its prejudices have to be 
respected. A good move of Louisa's — bringing Rachel 
up to London at this moment. It's no manner of use 
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kicking against the pricks, and I may as well marry 
Rachel Gray as any other girl — better, indeed. I wish 
she had a little of Lady Lorrimer's presence, though. 
A public man should always marry a woman who 
knows how to come into a room well — it adds to his 
reputation in an extraordinary way. Rachel has looks, 
but no presence; and she doesn't dress particularly 
well. All the same, I should say that she is one of 
those women whom marriage improves enormously — 
seems to fill them out and gives them confidence in 
themselves. Confound it ! twelve o'clock." And 
Ronald Latimer sprang up from his chair as the clock 
of the Horse Guards began to strike the hour, followed 
immediately by the deep, raucous tones of " Big Ben." 



CHAPTEE IX 

An announcement in the Morning Post to the effect 

that the Duchess of Cheshire would give a ball at 

Cheshire House on the 20th July came as a surprise 

at the end of a season remarkable for want of enterprise 

on the part of the great houses of London generally. 

It also created a mild interest which steadily increased 

as the date of the festivity approached, and the 

Duchess's life was made a burden to her by the number 

of letters and notes which reached her asking for 

invitations. It was natural, perhaps, that some 

curiosity should be excited by the paragraph in the 

Morning Post, for many years had elapsed since a ball 

had been given at Cheshire House; and, indeed, few 

of the present generation of ball-goers had ever danced 

in the stately ball-room, which was one of the rare 

really fine rooms in London. The entertaining at 

Cheshire House had been confined almost entirely to 

weekly dinner-parties during the season, the Duchess 

preferring to do her duties as a hostess in the gardens 

at Den wick to standing about in hot rooms until long 

after sunrise. 

Speculations were rife as to why the Cheshires had 
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suddenly determined to open their doors in London on 
a wider scale than usual. As the evening fixed for 
the ball drew near it had become known that the said 
doors were to open very wide indeed, and that con- 
siderably more than a thousand invitations had been 
sent out. All surmises, however, were set at rest by a 
further announcement appearing in the papers the 
very morning before the ball stating that a marriage 
had been arranged between the Hon. Ronald Latimer, 
M.P., and Miss Rachel Gray. 

The Duchess of Cheshire laughed as she read the 
paragraph — a laugh of placid satisfaction not unmixed 
with a certain maliciousness. It had needed some 
persuasion on her part to induce Ronald and his 
fiancie to consent to the announcement being published 
before the ball. Both dreaded the inevitable congratu- 
lations they would have to undergo, and the stereotyped 
acknowledgments that would have to be made in 
reply. But the Duchess was firm. She had obtained 
what was in reality her heart's desire. Rachel Gray 
had been little more than a fortnight at Cheshire 
House, and during this time Ronald had renewed 
those attentions to her which had so suddenly cooled 
a year agp. At first it had been evident that Rachel 
had no intention of allowing matters to be resumed 
just where they had been left off. Her attitude 
towards Ronald Latimer was cordial and friendly, but 
it was nothing more. The Duchess, however, was 
determined that, this time, things should be brought 
to a crisis, and she was not deceived by the girl's 
assumption of indifference. She felt sure that Rachel 
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would marry Ronald if he asked her to do so, and with 
this conviction in her mind she let no opportunity pass 
of allowing her to see how much both she and the 
Duke had set their hearts upon such a marriage. 
During their drives together, in the intervals of card- 
leaving, the Duchess of Cheshire would talk to the 
girl of the brilliant career before her cousin Ronald, 
the importance the choice of a wife would be towards 
the making or marring of that career, and how neces- 
sary it was for him to find a woman who would marry 
him for love, and not merely for ambition. 

" There are plenty of married women, my dear," she 
would say, "who lay themselves out to keep suc- 
cessful men dangling about them and prevent them from 
finding good wives ; and a man like Ronald is exposed 
to a great many insidious influences. Look at a 
woman like— oh, well, we needn't mention names, for 
you know the kind of woman I mean — the society 
woman who dabbles in painting or modelling, and 
sometimes skims a book which isn't a novel in order 
to be considered literary; or writes an article for a 
magazine which the editor puts into English before 
putting into print. These women must have men 
round them who are being talked about, and your 
clever man is usually so vain that he doesn't see 
through the business — which is a thing that always 
amazes me. But then, I'm not a man; and, thank 
goodness, I'm not clever." 

And so the Duchess would ramble on, with much 
apparent ingenuousness, while Rachel listened and 
pondered in her mind. She was in love with Ronald 
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Latimer, and had been in love with him for some four 
or five years — ever since she first met him, as a girl 
of eighteen, at the Cheshire's north-country castle of 
Brampton. There was a large party in the house for 
the yearly Hunt Ball, and it was Rachel's first appear- 
ance in the world. She remembered with gratitude 
Ronald Latimer's kindness to her on that occasion; 
how he had laughed her out of her shyness the first 
evening at dinner, and how he had danced with her, 
and introduced his friends to her, at the ball in the 
county town near Brampton — a pompous entertain- 
ment at which the male element consisted chiefly of 
local squires who were under the influence either of 
their own importance or of drink, and sometimes 
of both. 

Such little kindnesses on the part of a smart young 
man, who might well consider a dibutante at her first 
ball as beneath his notice, dwell in the memory of a 
sensitive girl ; and the following spring, when Rachel 
had been presented and was going through her first 
London season, she found herself looking round the 
room at a party to see whether her earliest-made 
friend in society were present, and experiencing a 
feeling of pleasure or disappointment, as the case 
might be. 

Then had come a year when her mother's health 
prevented any idea of being in London for the season, 
and when Rachel again met Ronald Latimer in the 
world it was to find him rapidly developing into a 
busy member of Parliament for whom society seemed 
to have little attraction. Nevertheless, Mr. Latimer 
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made it evident that he had time and attention to 
bestow on an old acquaintance, and it was daring this 
summer that the Duchess of Cheshire quite made up 
her mind that these two young cousins of hers should 
marry each other. 

If Rachel had undoubtedly made up her mind to the 
same effect she could scarcely be blamed for doing so, 
since the attention paid to her by Ronald Latimer had 
been very generally commented upon. But the season 
came to an end, and the girl went back to her quiet 
home in the country with a preoccupied look on her 
face which it had not worn before — a look which caused 
Mrs. Gray to write a private note to the Duchess of 
Cheshire, under whose chaperonage Rachel had gone 
out in London. Since then Rachel had been little in 
London, neither had she happened to meet Ronald 
Latimer at any of the country houses she had visited. 
She had heard a great deal about him, however, 
besides what she could read for herself in the news- 
papers. Her friends and correspondents were not 
interested in Mr. Latimer's political successes, but 
they had taken some pains duly to inform her of his 
intimacy with Sir Henry and Lady Lorrimer, and how 
it had come to be almost an understood thing that 
where Lady Lorrimer was asked Mr. Latimer should 
be asked also. 

It was during one of their afternoon drives, two or 
three days after her arrival at Cheshire House, that 
Rachel asked the Duchess if she knew Lady Lorrimer. 
Her question was asked & propos of her hostess's 
remark concerning certain young married women 
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liking to have male celebrities dangling round them, 
and the Duchess looked at her a little scrutinisingly 
before she answered. 

" Yes," she replied at length, " certainly I know Lady 
Lorrimer." 

"And do you like her, Cousin Louisa?" proceeded 
Rachel. 

The Duchess hesitated. " I do not know her very 
well," she said, " but — yes, I think I like her. At any 
rate, I admire her. One cannot help doing that. But 
why do you ask, Rachel ? " 

" I wondered if you liked her," Miss Gray replied. 
"I have heard so much about her lately that I am 
quite curious to see her. I suppose," she added, with 
a little laugh, " that Lady Lorrimer is one of the 
women you have just been talking about. Perhaps 
you were alluding to her when you said it was useless 
to mention names." 

" Oh no ; I didn't mean her at all," said the Duchess 
hastily. "Whatever Lady Lorrimer may be, she is 
not a poseuse. She doesn't exhibit bad portraits, or 
write on abstruse subjects which neither she nor her 
readers understand. I should say that she is, if 
anything, too indifferent to what is said or thought 
of her." 

"I should suppose so," said Rachel, as though 
speaking to herself. 

The Duchess glanced at her. " I don't mean to say 
that she is not all she should be," she continued ; " but 
is a very handsome woman, and that is quite enough 
to make people ill-natured about her." 
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" She married Sir Henry Lorrimer for his money, of 
course." 

" The Lord only knows what she married him for, 
my dear/' said the Duchess. " It certainly wasn't for 
love. I suppose she wished to ' settle herself/ as the 
servants say. Anyhow, she might have done worse. 
Sir Henry Lorrimer is a gentleman, internally, and 
he is devoted to her. Moreover, unless I am very 
much mistaken, he is as capable of looking after his 
domestic business as he is of his furniture, or what- 
ever it is he makes his money in. Anybody who tried 
to upset Sir Henry Lorrimer' s domestic arrangements 
would have a very bad time of it, and I expect that his 
wife is fully aware of the fact." 

" Then you don't think that Lady Lorrimer is — 
well, a bad woman ? " asked Eachel hesitatingly. She 
turned towards the Duchess as she spoke, and there 
was a look in her eyes which seemed to implore 
confidence and the speaking of truth. 

" You mean that I don't think her a bad wife? No, 
Eachel, I don't. I have no reason to think that of 
Lady Lorrimer." 

" And yet there are stories " and Rachel stopped 

short. 

The carriage had just turned into the Park at Stan- 
hope Gate, and the Duchess closed her parasol with an 
impatient snap. 

" Stories?" she repeated abruptly. "I have never 
heard any stories about Lady Lorrimer except one, 
and that was an extremely silly story. Perhaps you 
have heard it also. In any case, whether you have or 
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whether you haven't, I am going to tell it to you. 
People have imagined some kind of liaison between 
Ronald and Lady Lorrimer, and I believe their names 
have been coupled together a good deal. Ronald has 
been a little foolish in being so frequently in the 
Lorrimers* house, and no doubt he admires Lady 
Lorrimer. But I am absolutely convinced that there 
has never been anything more than — well, than mere 
friendship, you know. I thought it my duty to talk to 
Ronald seriously on the subject, and he wasn't even 
angry, so I was very sure that he was telling me the 
truth when he declared that he was no more in love 
with Lady Lorrimer than he was in love with me. 
No, my dear," continued the Duchess, after pausing 
to nod and smile to the occupants of another carriage 
at that moment passing her own, "a great deal of 
nonsense has been talked, and I suspect certain people 
of having tried to make mischief in order to attain 
their own ends." 

Rachel was silent for a few minutes, then she 
returned to the subject. 

"It is quite possible that though Ronald may not 
be in love with Lady Lorrimer, Lady Lorrimer may 
be in love with him." 

"It is possible," the Duchess replied quietly, " but 
I don't think it likely. I don't believe she has ever 
been in love with anybody. But look, Rachel ! " she 
exclaimed, pointing to a victoria drawn up in the 
shade a few yards from them. " If you want to see 
Lady Lorrimer, there she is ; and there is Mr. West- 
bury Jones talking to her. We shall read a descrip- 
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tion of her dress in the next number of the Spy, I 
suppose." 

As their carriage passed Rachel could see Lady 
Lorrimer glance at her, and then ask Mr. Westbury 
Jones who she was. She saw, too, that on hearing 
his answer Lady Lorrimer looked at her with increased 
interest, and she seemed to feel a pair of magnificent 
eyes sweep over her with an inquiring gaze. Rachel 
obtained no very decided impression of the occupant 
of the victoria, further than that she was distinctly a 
beautiful woman, but she could not forget the look 
which Lady Lorrimer had directed at her on learning 
her name. 

As the days went on Rachel could not but see that 
Ronald Latimer, far from appearing to avoid her, as 
had been the case during her last visit to Cheshire 
House, seemed to make a point of seeking her society 
as much as possible. He came to luncheon almost 
daily, and would sit smoking and talking in the garden 
afterwards until it was time for him to go down to the 
House. On such occasions the Duchess would pre- 
sently go indoors to write letters, or to talk over 
business matters with her husband, leaving her guest 
and Ronald alone together. 

The Under-Secretary of State had been quite right 
when he said to himself that a man might do far 
worse than marry Rachel Gray, and the more he saw 
of her the more confirmed he became in his opinion. 

He found a difference in her, moreover, from the 
somewhat retiring girl with whom he used to amuse 
himself by flirting, taking a certain pleasure in watch- 
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ing her embarrassment. The last year or so had 
changed the shy, sensitive girl into a self-possessed 
woman, endowed with a quiet dignity of her own 
which impressed Robert Latimer very favourably as 
to her capability of playing the part of his wife in the 
world with a credit to them both. 

He was certainly far from being conscious that he 
was himself responsible for a change which others also 
had noticed in Rachel. He could not know that the 
flirtations which had amused him had been very 
serious matters to the unexperienced girl he had 
flirted with ; nor that the discovery she loved a man 
who had apparently only amused himself with her had 
caused her to cultivate a system of self-repression 
which had wrought this change. 

As it was, Ronald studied her narrowly, and was 
very well satisfied with the result of his study. He 
did not pretend to himself that he was in love with 
her. All the same, he admitted to himself the possi- 
bility of becoming so, and he was quite aware that, in 
his case, this was a great deal to admit. He had never 
been in love, and nobody could be more conscious 
of the fact than he, for his mind was analytical 
enough to permit him to draw a very clear distinction 
between the accidental passions of human nature and 
a genuine affection. As he sat and looked at Rachel 
Gray, Ronald thought that he could understand such 
a woman inspiring the latter sentiment, as he could 
understand such a woman as Katherine inspiring the 
former. 

This trend of thought was a triumph for Rachel 
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could she have divined it, though, after all, it was 
a very ordinary triumph, experience having taught 
the more reasonable among mankind that matrimony 
is generally a heavy price to pay for the possession of 
beauty only. 

It was chiefly due to the Duchess of Cheshire's 
strange admixture of bluntness and tact that Rachel's 
assumption of indifference soon broke down, and that 
Ronald Latimer finally made up his mind to propose 
to her. At first it had been no very easy matter to 
persuade Rachel that, after all, Ronald was returning 
to his old allegiance. The Duchess saw very plainly 
that the girl suspected Lady Lorrimer of having come 
between her and her lover, and that she was prepared 
to distrust her accordingly. 

By dint of words dropped in season she placed the 
matter in a different light before Rachel, who very 
soon began to regard herself as designed by Provi- 
dence to stand between Ronald Latimer and influences 
which would not only bring him unhappiness in his 
private life, but also in all probability wreck his official 
career. 

It was not to be wondered at, perhaps, if the Duchess 
of Cheshire felt pleased with herself when she read the 
paragraph in the morning's papers which announced 
to the world the engagement she had worked so hard 
to bring about. She thought with genuine satisfac- 
tion of the Blarneys' disappointment, and promised 
herself some amusement in receiving Lady Louisa 
and Elinor Blarneys' congratulations at the ball that 
evening. It would be interesting, too, to see how 
Lady Lorrimer took the matter. 
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At this point in her meditations the smile of 
satisfaction faded from the Duchess's face and left it 
graver than usual. How would Lady Lorrimer take 
it? That was exactly what she did not feel sure 
about. 



CHAPTER X 

The middle of November found Sir Henry and Lady 
Lorrimer installed at Chillingley, the abode for some 
four centuries or more of an old family, the last repre- 
sentative of which had hopelessly involved himself in 
the maddest South American speculations. The pic- 
turesque early Tudor house, surrounded by a wild park 
through which tumbled a rocky north-country river, 
and four or five thousand acres of land which were 
the remnant of a property at one time among the 
largest in the county, lay in the heart of Sir Henry 
Lorrimer's constituency. It was while searching for 
something in the neighbourhood to suit him that Sir 
Henry Lorrimer, shortly after his election to Par- 
liament, had been told that Chillingley was to be let, 
and that the property would probably be in the market 
before very long. It never came into the market, 
however. Sir Henry went over the place several 
times, and the more he saw of it the better it pleased 
him. The house was large, but not unwieldy, and had 
about it an air of homeliness which made it appear 
smaller than it really was. From garret to basement 
every room was oak panelled, save some of the long, 
low reception-rooms, with their richly-moulded stucco 
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ceilings relieved here and there with touches of gilding 
and colour. The more elaborate panelling and carving 
which once adorned these rooms had been removed, 
and sold by the impoverished owner to local dealers in 
old furniture for considerably less than their com- 
mercial value. There was enough left, however, to 
make the interior of Chillingley a very complete speci- 
men of its style and date ; while the exterior, with its 
quaint diamond-paned windows and many gables, its 
battlemented pele tower a century or two older than 
the main body of the house, with the ivy cluster- 
ing about its grey, rough-cast walls, its forecourt 
carpeted with softest turf, was perhaps one of the 
most picturesque of the many old edifices, half manor- 
houses and half fortresses, which are to be found in 
the north country. 

The antiquity of the place, as well as its natural 
beauty, appealed to Sir Henry Lorrimer. He did not 
for a moment deceive himself into thinking that the 
purchase of the ancestral home of an old family would 
convert him into anything else but what he was — a 
self-made man. He regarded himself, indeed, almost 
in the light of a usurper when, after having brought 
his wife to. Chillingley, and heard her express her 
delight with the house, and its formal, old-world 
gardens, and its park in which wood and water, moor- 
land and glade, seemed to nestle in the embrace of the 
surrounding hills, he became its purchaser by private 
treaty. 

The fact that Katherine liked the place made him 
doubly anxious to become its possessor. It pleased him 
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to think that however much he, the successful trades- 
man, might be an interloper in the stately Tudor 
mansion that had witnessed generations of an old 
north-country family possessed of an historical name 
flourish and pass away, his wife, at least, had blood in 
her veins as good as the blood of those whose house 
and lands he had bought. The first time he had seen 
the place he had pictured to himself Eatherine moving 
through the oak-panelled rooms, or going up and down 
the stately staircase, with its carven balustrades and 
quaintly-fashioned heraldic beasts supporting the 
gallery that overlooked the old hall. Chillingley had 
seemed to him as a beautiful frame in which to 
enshrine his beloved, a setting that should befit and 
enhance her own beauty. 

Once it had become his own property Sir Henry 
Lorrimer grudged no expense in improving the place. 
He had been sensible enough to seek none but the best 
technical advice in an undertaking so hazardous as the 
adaptation of a sixteenth-century house to modern 
requirements, and fortunate enough to be able to buy 
back a considerable portion of the original panelling 
and carvings which its late owner had sold. For 
nearly two years a small army of workmen had been 
employed at Chillingley; and as the large majority 
were local men the popularity of the newly-elected 
member increased with every month that went by. 

It was only very recently that Sir Henry and Lady 
Lorrimer had been able to live in more than a few 
rooms of their newly-acquired home in order to superin- 
tend the alterations in progress. By the end of the 
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summer, however, Chillingley was ready to receive its 
new owners, and the second week in November was to 
witness the first large party that had gathered within 
its walls for many a long year. The ostensible reason 
for this gathering was the shooting of the Chillingley 
coverts for the first time that season. 

Since he had become the owner of the place Sir 
Henry preserved the game to a considerable extent, 
notwithstanding the diatribes hurled at his head by the 
Badical journals of the district. He was well aware of 
the sporting instincts of his north-country constituents, 
and also of the fact that even those among his 
opponents who inveighed the most bitterly against 
the existing game-laws, thoroughly enjoyed standing 
behind the guns and betting upon the result of their 
skill when certain well-stocked coverts on the Chil- 
lingley estate, which adjoined the neighbouring town 
of Kirkby, were shot. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer himself did not shoot, and was 
far too sensible to pretend to be a sportsman and 
thereby to run the risk of making himself ridiculous in 
the eyes of his neighbours. He had never, to his recol- 
lection, attempted any form of sport, except on the 
occasion when a friend had taken him out for a day's 
sea-fishing. He remembered that incident very vividly, 
as being productive of more mental and physical misery 
than the roughest passage across the Channel had ever 
occasioned him. 

It was his intention that the shooting at Chillingley 
should be good, though not upon an exaggerated scale; 
and he trusted to his friends to tell him whether his 
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head-keeper had shown them the sport that might 
reasonably be expected from the Chillingley coverts 
and moors. Sir Henry found his own outdoor diversion 
in his gardens, in which he took a keen interest. He 
had acquired considerable knowledge of gardening 
during his bachelor years ; and the sale, immediately 
after his marriage, of The Trossachs, the suburban 
villa where he could indulge in his favourite hobby 
after a hard day's work in his London office, had been 
a genuine sacrifice. 

Katherine, however, had not been impressed by the 
desirability of The Trossachs as a residence, and Sir 
Henry had at once seen that Ronald Latimer's advice 
was practical, and that he should acquire a country 
estate within the bounds of the constituency he hoped 
to represent in Parliament. 

The short November afternoon was closing in, and 
servants were shutting out the fading daylight and 
making up the fires composed of logs of wood and 
peat blocks, which blazed beneath the carved chimney- 
pieces, casting a comfortable glow on the dark, oak- 
panelled walls of the gallery in which Katherine 
Lorrimer and her husband were awaiting the first 
arrivals among their guests. The smell of the burning 
peat mingled pleasantly with the scent of the hot- 
house flowers scattered about the long room, and a soft 
radiance of electric light, cleverly distributed from 
innumerable lamps concealed behind the elaborate 
designs of the sixteenth-century ceiling, penetrated 
into the darkest corners of oak wainscotting and deep 
window-niches, 
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On little tables near one of the two spacious fire- 
places tea was being laid out — a tea which showed 
that the still-room was not a neglected department at 
Chillingley, and that north-country customs were not 
despised by its new owners. 

Katherine Lorrimer was sitting in a low chair near 
one of the fires. An open book lay in her lap, and her 
gaze idly followed the movements of the two footmen 
as. they arranged the tea-tables at the further end of 
the room. A short distance away from her was Mrs. 
Lavington, ostensibly engaged in knitting a shawl. 
She had been similarly engaged throughout the 
summer, but the dimensions of the shawl had not 
increased very noticeably since Katherine had last 
seen the garment in Ovington Street. 

Mrs. Lavington looked both younger and in better 
health since her daughter's marriage. Sir Henry 
Lorrimer had proved to be a generous as well as an 
affectionate son-in-law, and she had no longer to 
undergo weekly searchings of the heart over her trades- 
men's books, or periodical panics lest her small cheques 
should be returned to her dishonoured. Both Sir 
Henry and Katherine had urged her to move into a 
somewhat larger house, but Mrs. Lavington had 
declined to leave Ovington Street, or to accept Sir 
Henry's offer to pay the rent of a more roomy 
establishment. 

It was her first visit to Chillingley. Katherine 
and her husband had not wished her to come until 
all the improvements to the place were finished, 
$n4 it hdA been an understood thing that she 



LOVE'S PROXY 119 

should be one of their first guests in their new 
home. 

Mrs. Lavington's face wore a satisfied expression as 
her glance wandered from her neglected shawl to her 
luxurious surroundings. Her eyes rested almost 
unconsciously on Katherine, who had risen from her 
chair and was crossing the room to give some final 
directions to the servants before the first of the guests 
should arrive. A vision of the little drawing-room in 
Ovington Street rose up before her, while Sarah took 
the place of the two tall footmen in their quiet, well- 
fitting liveries. And then Mrs. Lavington sighed. 
She thought of the time, long years ago now, when 
she also was mistress of a large country house, in the 
days before sorrow and poverty had come into her life. 
At all events, Katherine was well provided for, and, 
Mrs. Lavington thought with pride, occupied a position 
in the world that was fitting for one of her beauty and 
good birth. Sir Henry had shown himself all that he 
had promised he would be to his wife, and Mrs. 
Lavington could not help feeling a thrill of com- 
placency when she recollected how she had assured her 
daughter that elderly men did not always make the 
worst husbands, and that at his time of life Sir Henry 
Lorrimer might reasonably be supposed to know his 
own mind. 

Owing to her precarious health, Mrs. Lavington had 
not altered her mode of life since her daughter's 
marriage. Katherine would go to Ovington Street 
nearly every day, and take her mother out driving 
when she was well enough, and Sir Henry also would 
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often pay her a visit about five o'clock and have his cup 
of tea with her. But Mrs. Lavington seldom had an 
opportunity of seeing Katherine and her husband 
together, for when she went to Berkeley Square she 
would do so at luncheon-time, for which meal Sir 
Henry was rarely at home. She had no reason to 
suppose that the marriage was not a complete success. 
To be sure, there were no signs of the usual results of 
matrimony, and at the slightest allusion on her part to 
the subject Mrs. Lavington had noticed that Katherine 
immediately turned the conversation into a different 
channel. As to Sir Henry, when he came to see her, 
he would talk about what was going on in the world, 
and perhaps tell her a little political gossip which had 
not found its way into the newspapers, but had never 
said a word that could lead his mother-in-law to 
suspect that he was not perfectly contented with his 
home-life, or that he had not found all that he had 
hoped for in his wife. What the world of society was 
saying about the Lorrimer minage Mrs. Lavington had 
no opportunity of hearing. She knew that Katherine 
was admired, and that she went out a great deal ; and 
this was a source of satisfaction. Mrs. Lorrimer had 
always cherished a certain amount of worldly ambition 
for her daughter, and her inability to give Katherine 
the advantages of the society to which she belonged by 
birth, and from which poverty had so largely excluded 
her, had caused her constant sorrow and irritation. 
She had never quite realised how far marriage had 
removed Katherine from the old life in Ovington Street 
until she saw her at Chillingley. The house in 
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Berkeley Square was comfortable enough, certainly; 
but the luxurious way in which everything was montt 
at Chillingley caused Mrs. Lavington to be more than 
ever convinced that she had done her duty in urging 
her child not to refuse the advantages that Sir Henry 
Lorrimer was able to offer to his wife. 

" I haven't made out even yet who is coming 
to-day," she said, as the servants left the room. "You 
should have let me pay my visit after your party, 
Katherine," she added. "I shall feel dazed with all 
these people whom I have never seen before. I have 
been so unused to society " 

"Nonsense, mother," replied Katherine Lorrimer 
affectionately. " I couldn't have allowed you to be 
absent from our first party at Chillingley. Besides, it 
will do you good to see a few new faces. Who is 
coming to-day? Well, these six guns and their re- 
spective wives — at least, three of them have wives " 

" My dear Katherine," interrupted Mrs. Lavington 
mildly. " I want to hear about the human beings, 
not the guns — though, of course, I understand what 
you mean." 

"You see, it is by way of being a shooting 
party," said Katherine smiling, "and Henry has asked 
some very good shots. But I will be a little more 
explicit. First of all — I put them first because they 
are the most tiresome — there are some neighbours, 
papa, mamma, and daughter. Their name is Ellerton 
— Mr. and Mrs. Ellerton, of Ellerton. Do you know 
the sort of people? — well, you don't know, but 
never mind. Mr. Ellerton is the best of the three — 
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he only suffers from local pomposity. Mrs. Ellerton 
has never recovered from the accident of her father 
having been made a peer, and she is by way of 
being intellectual. The whole family is intellectual. 
The sons and daughters between them practise most 
of the sciences and all the arts, and their satisfaction 
with their talents is astounding. They get lecturers 
down to Kirkby — our local metropolis, you know — 
and the Ellerton family sits in the front row with note- 
books, while Mr. Ellerton takes the chair. Afterwards, 
the audience breaks up in profound admiration for the 
erudition of the Ellerton family, under whose roof the 
lecturer dines and sleeps." 

Mrs. Lavington looked at her daughter with a 
puzzled air. "Dear me," she observed, "I hope I 
shall not have to talk much to them ! but perhaps the 
girl " 

"Advanced mathematics and surgical nursing," said 
Katherine. " She is nearly nineteen." 

"I wish you would be less sarcastic, Katherine," 
remonstrated Mrs. Lavington. " And who else, people 
or guns, do you expect this evening? " 

"Mr. Westbury Jones, the editor of the Spy, the 
Hevershams, and a delightful young couple, Mr. and 
Mrs. Vane. She was a Koman by birth, Donna Diana 
Savelli, and I believe her family wished her to go into 
a convent, but she fell in love instead, and now she is 
Mrs. Vane. Then there sure the Ronald Latimers 
— you met Mr. Latimer at luncheon at Berkeley Square, 
I think." 

"Yes," said Mrs. Lavington, "several times. Of 
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course Henry wished to have him at your house- 
warming. I remember him saying how useful Mr. 
Latimer had been to him when he was standing for 
Parliament, and what a high opinion he had of his 
talent. But he was a bachelor when I met him in 
Berkeley Square. Is Mrs. Latimer nice ? " 

" I believe so," answered Katherine. " I have only 
met her once or twice. We stayed together in the 
same house a few weeks ago. Mr. Latimer spoke at 
a political meeting in the neighbourhood, and Henry 
had to propose a vote of thanks to our host for 
presiding. But here comes Henry," she added, as a 
door at the end of the gallery opened and her husband 
came towards them. 

" I was asking Katherine about your guests," Mrs. 
Lavington said to him. " They are all strangers to 
me, except Mr. Latimer, whom I have met once or 
twice when I went to luncheon with Katherine in 
Berkeley Square. He has got a wife since then." 

"A very nice woman," said Sir Henry Lorrimer. 
"Latimer knows very well which side his bread is 
buttered," and he gave a short and not altogether 
pleasant laugh. 

" Most men know that," said Katherine. 

" Yes; but none better than Latimer," returned Sir 
Henry doggedly. 

Mrs. Lavington looked from one to the other in 
gentle surprise. Something in the tone of her son-in- 
law's voice attracted her attention. 

" But I thought he was such a friend of yours and 
of Katherine's," she said. 
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" Oh, so he is, so he is — especially of Katherine's, 
you know," Sir Henry replied. "Anyhow," he added, 
"Mrs. Latimer's a very nice woman, and she's 
actually feminine enough to be fond of her husband." 

Mrs. Lavington resumed her crochet-work. She 
had a vague intuition that there was some difference 
of opinion concerning the Latimers between Sir 
Henry and his wife. She looked at Katherine, whose 
face wore an expression of cold indifference. Then 
she glanced at her son-in-law, and the look in his 
eyes startled her. He was gazing at his wife with an 
expression that was half enquiring and half of sullen 
anger. It was the first time Mrs. Lavington had ever 
seen such an expression on his face, and she found 
herself wondering whether Sir Henry Lorrimer had 
a temper which for some unknown reason had been 
suddenly ruffled. Sir Henry seemed to become con- 
scious that he was being watched, for he quietly 
withdrew his gaze from his wife, and, as he met Mrs. 
Lavington's look, the strange, lowering expression 
vanished from his face so rapidly that she felt she 
must have imagined its existence. 



CHAPTEE XI 

" Quite a case of le mari complaisant," said Mr. 
Westbury Jones. The afternoon was almost summer- 
like, mid-November though it was. A soft, warm haze 
hung over the woods which clothed the hillsides above 
Chillingley, and veiled the distant mountains of the 
Lake country. Every now and then a yellow leaf 
would float quietly to the ground, and the still, life- 
less air was full of the dank smell of withered bracken 
sodden by the heavy autumn dews. Muffled reports of 
guns came from the woods beyond the precincts of the 
park, now singly, and now in quick succession that 
became a fusillade as the beaters approached the end 
of a covert and pheasants which had run forward 
streamed out high above the tree-tops, testing the 
skill of the shooters to the utmost, and altogether 
behaving in a way very different from that of the 
frightened, fluttering fowl dear to the imagination of 
the novelist and the penny-a-liner. 

Mr. Westbury Jones did not shoot, and was an 
extremely useful member of a shooting-party in con- 
sequence. Being neither young enough nor old 
enough to be regarded as a bore by the women 
whom he was expected to amuse during the absence 
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of the sportsmen, he was a welcome guest in many 
country houses, and more especially in those whose 
owners were anxious to attain social notoriety. There 
were other houses, however, into which Mr. Westbury 
Jones, notwithstanding repeated efforts on his part, 
had never succeeded in penetrating. He was a man 
who had his friends and his enemies, and also a fairly 
large proportion of acquaintances who were neither the 
one nor the other, but objected on principle to receiving 
him into anything approaching intimacy. 

And yet he exercised a certain amount of influence 
in the world, though it was an influence chiefly ac- 
quired through a supposed power of being able to 
raise from the dead the skeletons in his neighbours' 
cupboards. 

Not that Mr. Westbury Jones was ill-natured. 
The Spy, of which he was at the same time pro- 
prietor and editor-in-chief, was not a journal which 
occupied itself with scandal, unless the scandal were 
of so blatant a nature that it could not well be ignored. 
Neither was the Spy impertinent. It simply traded 
upon the harmless vulgarity of a public which likes 
to know what well-known people are doing with them- 
selves, and upon a weakness on the part of the well- 
known people for seeing their names, and at all events 
some of their doings, recorded in print. 

It was not what the Spy said, but what it might 
though never did say, that endowed Mr. Westbury 
Jones with such influence as he undoubtedly possessed 
in many quarters. There was another reason, too, 
why he was not a man whom even personages in the 
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political world could altogether afford to ignore. The 
Spy, being an inexpensive organ, was largely read in 
classes very far removed from that with which it 
chiefly occupied itself. Its political articles, moreover, 
a characteristic of the paper, were not only brilliantly 
written, but also dangerously independent of party, 
and apt to tell truths occasionally as unpalatable as 
they were ill-timed. The origin and rise of Mr. West- 
bury Jones was wrapped in mystery ; nor did the world 
in which he moved greatly concern itself as to whence 
he came or why he was in its midst. If he had success- 
fully advertised himself into society, a well- written 
weekly journal was at least as respectable a method of 
doing so as organising fashionable charity performances, 
or giving smart ladies in-patients' tickets at hospitals 
for their protigis, in return for an invitation-card. 

For the rest, though sometimes a little too obviously 
not of that class in which he now moved and had his 
being, Mr. Westbury Jones always "paid for his 
cutlet." He was not only a good talker, but, unlike the 
majority of climbers of the social ladder, a man of 
education, and cosmopolitan in his survey of life in 
general. If he had a weakness, it was for rank, and 
for good blood ; but to do him justice it must be said 
that he was quite indifferent as to whether these were 
accompanied by wealth or by poverty. 

St. Martin's little summer had tempted the whole 
of the party staying at Chillingley to have luncheon 
with the shooters, and Mr. Westbury Jones, who 
hated everything in the form of a picnic under British 
skies, and liked to have his luncheon under a roof, had 
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consented to follow their example. There had been, 
to his infinite satisfaction, none of the petty discom- 
forts invariably attending a picnic at the meal from 
which he, and two or three of the ladies who had pre- 
ferred to walk back through the park to remaining 
with the shooters, were returning. A tent had been 
pitched in a sheltered spot outside one of the coverts, 
and the luncheon was as well cooked and served as 
though it had taken place in the dining-room at 
Chillingley. 

The conversation during this homeward walk had 
turned, as it was most likely to do, upon their host and 
hostess ; and Mrs. Ellerton, who was one of the little 
group, had commented in a somewhat acrid manner on 
the fact of Mr. and Mrs. Latimer having been included 
in the very first house party the Lorrimers had enter- 
tained in their new home. Mrs. Ellerton prided herself 
on being in the great world, and indeed was regarded 
by Kirkby and its neighbourhood with the same 
reverence as an authority on social matters as were 
her children on matters intellectual. 

"When it became known that Sir Henry Lorrimer 
had bought Chillingley the Ellerton family turned up 
its nose. It could not help the fact that the con- 
stituency had returned him to Parliament. Indeed, 
Mr. Ellerton was one of his chief supporters. This, 
however, was accounted for by the accident of there 
having been no local candidate on the Unionist side with 
sufficient means to contest the seat. On the whole, the 
majority of the voters had preferred to have a rich 
London upholsterer as their representative in the 
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councils of the nation to the local iron-master, who 
had lately economised in his subscriptions to county 
institutions and clerical importunities. The fact that 
Sir Henry Lorrimer was married to a wife of good 
family had determined the Ellertons to be, as they 
expressed it, civil to the new owners of Chilling- 
ley, and shortly after Lady Lorrimer's arrival Mrs. 
Ellerton had called upon her. 

Like many another provincial magnate's wife, Mrs. 
Ellerton was unable to be civil. She must be either 
obsequious or patronising. In Lady Lorrimer' s case 
she thought that it clearly behoved her to patronise, 
and she drove over to Chillingley one afternoon with 
that intention. She had never seen Lady Lorrimer, 
and had only heard indirectly of her good looks. 
She had not been in the drawing-room at Chillingley 
five minutes, however, before she realised that she 
had made a mistake, and that Lady Lorrimer had 
not the slightest intention of being patronised, 
either by Mrs. Ellerton or by anybody else. Very 
quietly, and with the faintest possible suspicion of 
humour twinkling in her eyes, Katherine Lorrimer 
reduced her visitor almost into assuming the manner 
she would have adopted towards the wife of the Lord- 
Lieutenant of the county. But after leaving Chilling- 
ley reaction set in, and Mrs. Ellerton paid another visit 
on her way home, during which she declared that the 
airs nouveaux riches gave themselves were insupport- 
able, and that it was a thousand pities they were so 
much encouraged at Court. 

In course of time the gossip which had circulated 
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concerning Lady Lorrimer and Mr. Latimer had 
reached Mrs. Ellerton's ears, and consequently she 
professed herself to be not a little scandalised at 
meeting the Latimers on the present occasion. 

" A muri complaisant," she repeated indignantly, in 
answer to Mr. Westbury Jones's remark — " I have no 
patience with that sort of thing ! " 

Mr. Westbury Jones's clearly-cut features relaxed 
into a smile. " Lorrimer probably likes a quiet life," 
he replied. "At his age a man has to be careful — 
I mean," he added hastily, " he no doubt realises the 
disparity of years between himself and his wife, and is 
inclined to allow her to amuse herself— within limits, 
you know. Why not, Mrs. Ellerton, why not ? Now, 
I am sure that if Mr. Ellerton were, let us say, nearly 
five-and-twenty years older than you, he would not be 
an exacting husband." 

Mrs. Ellerton looked a little startled. Then she 
recollected that her companion was literary, and there- 
fore, perhaps, somewhat Bohemian in his ideas, and 
she smiled discreetly. 

" I can't imagine how any woman can marry a man 
old enough to be her father," she said after a pause. 
"But, of course, in this case money has been the 
attraction." 

" Not on Lorrimer's side," murmured Mr. Westbury 
Jones. 

"Oh no, not on Sir Henry Lorrimer's side, 
certainly! That is the disgusting part of such 
marriages," said Mrs. Ellerton severely. "However," 
she added, "one supposes that they both !?Rew 
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what they were about when they married each 
other " 

"We will suppose so/' interrupted Mr. Westbury 
Jones meditatively. 

" — and knew what to expect," continued Mrs. Eller- 
ton, without heeding him. "What shocks me," she 
added, "is to think of poor Mrs. Latimer being at 
Chillingley — only a few months after her marriage. I 
suppose she never heard of her husband's admiration 
for Lady Lorrimer. If she knows of it, it must be very 
disagreeable for her to be here." 

Mr. Westbury Jones was silent. Whatever his 
opinions were, he did not wish to commit himself 
to any discussion on the subject with Mrs. Ellerton. 
He had never met her before, but in a very few 
minutes he had, so to speak, catalogued her and her 
husband and daughter in his mind. It was clear as 
noonday to him that the Ellerton family, and more 
particularly Mrs. Ellerton, was jealous of the new- 
comers at Chillingley. His experience of human 
nature told him that it was only probable that this 
would be the case. There could not be two Kings of 
Brentford, and Mr. Westbury Jones had heard on very 
good authority that whatever might be the feeling 
among the gentry in the district, Sir Henry Lorrimer's 
popularity was increasing by leaps and bounds among 
the farmers and the working classes in Kirkby, who 
liked his frank, cordial manner to them and, above 
all, his liberality with his purse. 

It was not unnatural, Mr. Westbury Jones thought, 
that Mrs. Ellerton should be jealous of Chillingley, 



132 LOVE'S PROXY 

since, except for the precedence given by her rank as a 
peer's daughter, she seemed likely to lose in her local 
importance by Lady Lorrimer's advent into the neigh- 
bourhood. 

On one point the editor of the Spy agreed with 
her. During this conversation they had walked some- 
what ahead of their companions, and it was only when 
he found himself in danger of being led into saying 
indiscreet things he might afterwards have cause to 
regret that Mr. Westbury Jones slackened his pace 
so as to allow the others to overtake them. Nobody 
had been more surprised than he at meeting the 
Eonald Latimers at Chillingley so soon after their 
marriage. He knew better than Mrs. Ellerton, and 
better, also, than the Duchess of Cheshire, by whom 
it was generally believed that the Latimer marriage 
had been made up, how persistently Eonald Latimer's 
name had been coupled with that of Lady Lorrimer, 
up to the very moment that the engagement had been 
announced. 

Mr. Westbury Jones liked what he had seen of Mrs. 
Latimer, and when he liked a person he could be a very 
good friend. He had, moreover, a profound respect 
for the Duchess of Cheshire — a respect which was 
quite independent of the fact of her being a Duchess. 
She had been kind to him at a time when his 
foothold in society had been anything but secure, 
and he had never forgotten the circumstance. He 
was well aware, or at any rate believed himself to 
be so, of the Duchess's reason for hurrying on 
Eonald Latimer's marriage, and it struck him as 
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scarcely likely to be conducive to its success that 
Ronald should so quickly re-expose himself to the 
danger he had escaped. 

The more Mr. Westbury Jones thought about the 
situation the less did he feel able to understand it. 
What, he wondered, was Sir Henry Lorrimer about ? 
Surely he must have been at least aware that Latimer 
could not be so perpetually at his wife's side without 
the world beginning to talk about them both. And 
what was more likely to give colour to the gossip that 
had already been busy with Lady Lorrimer's name 
than the Latimers' visit to Chillingley so soon after 
their marriage? 

But Mr. Westbury Jones was determined to say 
nothing and to watch the course of events. He 
regretted already his remark to Mrs. Ellerton as to 
Sir Henry Lorrimer being an accommodating husband. 
It was an indiscretion such as he was not often guilty 
of; but it had escaped him almost unawares. As a 
matter of fact, he had not in the least believed in the 
truth of his observation when he made it. He did 
not think that Sir Henry Lorrimer was at all the kind 
of man to play the complaisant husband. He had 
known Lorrimer for some years, long before he 
became Sir Henry, or had brought himself into notice 
by standing for Parliament and marrying a good-look* 
ing wife. There was a certain club of which both had 
been members when they were younger and little 
known men. It was by way of being a political club, 
of Conservative principles, and the members were what 
Mr. Westbury Jones, in his present position, would 
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have regarded as a very " mixed lot/' That was many 
years ago now, and Mr. Westbury Jones had long taken 
his name off the club; while Sir Henry Lorrimer, 
though an ex-officio member as representing a Unionist 
constituency, probably rarely or never entered its 
doors- 

But in those days Mr. Westbury Jones used to be on 
fairly " intimate terms with the future member for 
Kirkby, and their friendship had not suffered from 
the change that time had wrought in their circum- 
stances and surroundings. 

As to Lady Lorrimer* Mr. Westbury Jones had not 
made up his mind about her. He had not, to be sure, 
seen very much of her, but whenever they had met in 
the world he had found her pleasant enough to talk 
with, and, indeed, better informed than very many 
women whom he knew who passed for being clever 
and well read. But there was something about her 
that, accustomed as he was to studying human nature, 
he could not understand. He had watched her in 
society, both in her own house and in the houses of 
other people, and she seemed to him to be a woman 
who had no likes and no dislikes, and to be serenely 
indifferent to her fellow-creatures, her husband in- 
cluded. It was not that she was listless or bored 
when in the world. On the contrary, Mr. Westbury 
Jones had often seen her animated enough, and taking 
an evident interest and pleasure in all that was going 
on around her. There was something wanting, how* 
ever, something indefinable, the lack of which made 
many people conscious of not being altogether at their 
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ease when talking to Lady Lorrimer, however agree- 
able she might make herself to them. Mr. Westbury 
Jones had himself experienced this feeling, and he had 
heard other men complain that Lady Lorrimer was 
unapproachable. But they had been, as a rule, 
younger men than he, and in one or two cases he 
could not but think that Lady Lorrimer had shown 
discretion, if, as he surmised, she had snubbed their 
advances. 

By this time Mr. Westbury Jones and his com- 
panion were overtaken by Mrs. Vane and Lady 
Heversham, who had lingered in order to look at 
the views over the distant fells, on the other side 
of which, as Lady Heversham had been explaining 
to Diana Vane, Heversham and her husband's pro- 
perty lay. A turn of the drive brought the grey mass 
of the house at Chillingley into sight, nestling in a 
hollow of the woods in the valley below them. 

Here and there the red glow of the autumn sun 
sinking in the west behind them caught a curve of the 
river. It made the hurrying waters look like molten 
copper as they reflected its rays, and glittered like fire- 
light upon the windows of the old house, from the 
quaint, round chimneys of which the smoke rose in 
columns into the still air. 

" Eed o'er the forest peers the setting sun," quoted 
Mr. Westbury Jones, who did not confine himself to 
profane reading only, as they all paused before descend- 
ing the steep hill in front of them in order to watch 
the lovely effects of light and shadow playing over 
river and woodland beneath their feet. 
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" Ah ! " sighed Mrs. Ellerton, " I never see a calm 
autumn evening like this without feeling grateful to 
Gray for writing his 'Elegy.' " 

Mr. Westbury Jones was silent. It was certainly 
not worth his while to make an enemy of Mrs. Ellerton 
by pointing out that Gray was not the author of the 
line in question; though the similarity of metre between 
the lines of the " Elegy " and those of the poem from 
which he had quoted made confusion excusable. He 
caught a look of amusement on Lady Heversham's 
face, and felt that, as usual, discretion had its 
reward. 

At that moment a retriever dog stalked quietly 
and sedately on to the drive a few yards in front of 
them, followed a second or two afterwards by Sir 
Henry Lorrimer, who emerged from a grass track 
leading through the bracken. 

"Have they stopped shooting already?" he asked 
with some surprise. " I was on my way to join them 
on the last beat." 

Lady Heversham explained that she and her com- 
panion had left the rest of the party directly after 
luncheon. "I was glad of an excuse for a walk, 
Sir Henry," she added, "and also, I confess I hate 
standing about with the guns. I can understand the 
excitement of shooting, but not the pleasure of looking 
on in cold blood at creatures being shot. Heversham 
tells me I am old-fashioned ; but all the same, I have 
often heard him say what a nuisance women are out 
shooting." 

" I suppose you left my wife with them," said Sir 
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Henry. " I thought she meant to walk home, as she 
sent her pony-carriage back at luncheon-time, and 
the groom said he had orders not to return for 
her." 

"We left Lady Lorrimer in the tent," Mr. Westbury 
Jones replied ; " and — yes, I think she said she should 
walk home later, when they had finished in some wood 
— I forget what she called it." 

Sir Henry whistled to his dog. " I expect I know 
the place," he said. Then, turning to Lady Heversham, 
he added, " I think I will walk on and see what sport 
they have had. That is to say, unless you would like 
me to return to the house with you." 

" By no means ! " Lady Heversham replied. " You 
must go and hear what the bag is, Sir Henry. Judging 
by the number of shots we have heard, it ought to be 
large. I hope Hugh will have done his duty. He is 
shooting rather well this year, I believe." 

Muriel Heversham wondered what there could have 
been in her apparently innocent remark to cause Sir 
Henry Lorrimer's face to assume so strange an expres- 
sion. A look that was almost of pain flitted across it, 
and then the lines of his mouth contracted disagreeably 
as he gave a short laugh. 

" Do you really take an interest in your husband's 
success, even in such a trifle as a day's shooting?" 
he asked abruptly. 

Lady Heversham glanced at him with some surprise, 
which was reflected on the faces of the others. Though 
he laughed as he spoke there was no mirth in the tone 
of his voice, which sounded bitter and sneering. 
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Then she laughed also. To affect to treat her host's 
remark as a joke seemed to be the best thing to do 
under the circumstances, although nobody looking at 
Sir Henry Lorrimer's countenance as he spoke could 
think that he had intended it as such. " Of course I 
take an interest in my husband/' she said lightly. 
" I suppose that is because I am old-fashioned. What 
do you say, Diana ? " she added; turning to Mrs. Vane, 
who was looking at Sir Henry Lorrimer with a some- 
what puzzled expression. 

" I ? Oh, I do not think fashion has anything to do 
with it," replied Diana Vane, in her leisurely English, 
the clear pronunciation of every syllable of which alone 
betrayed the fact that it was not her native tongue. 
" If one likes a person, one likes him. And naturally 
one is supposed to like one's husband or one's wife, 
though plenty of people don't " 

" You will hardly be in time, Lorrimer, to see that 
last covert shot," interrupted Mr, Westbury Jones. 
" The light is going very fast. Don't let us keep you. 
I will see the ladies safely to the house." 

" Yes — yes — quite true," Sir Henry replied hastily. 
"I must be going on, or they will have stopped shoot- 
ing," and, calling his dog, he raised his hat and turned 
once more into the grass drive which crossed the 
carriage-road through the park. 

" I thought his dog was a little bear at first, when it 
came out of the wood," said Mrs. Vane in an under- 
tone to Lady Heversham, " but it is not the dog that 
is the bear — no?" 

Lady Heversham laughed. She and Edmund Vane's 
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Italian wife had become great friends, and Silverside, 
the Vane's place in North Lancashire, being within a 
long drive of Heversham, they had seen a great deal of 
each other since Vane had brought his Roman princess 
to live there. 

"Hush, Diana," she said, "we have no bears in 
England. Let ns walk on; for, as Mr. Westbnry 
Jones says, it will very soon be dark, and though the 
house looks so near we have some way to go yet." 

There seemed to be a tacit understanding between 
them all not to comment on Sir Henry Lorrimer's odd 
remark and manners, and they walked on almost in 
silence until they found themselves within the gates 
of the forecourt and beneath the windows of the 
house. 

While Mr. Westbury Jones was changing his clothes 
in his room, preparatory to going downstairs for tea, 
he found himself unable to dismiss from his mind the 
little scene he had just assisted in. 

" What the deuce," he said to himself, " has come 
over Lorrimer ? He used to be an even-tempered sort 
of chap — very even-tempered, I should have said. But 
every now and then I've noticed a look in his eyes that 
I'm hanged if I can understand. Evidently some- 
thing's put him out, and I don't believe he knew how 
rude he was to Lady Heversham. Perhaps he doesn't 
like the Latimers being here, and my lady insisted 
upon it. Cantankerous woman, Mrs. EUerton — very 
careful what I say to Mrs. Ellerton. No good quarrel- 
ling with the Lorrimers. I shouldn't care to stay at 
Ellerton." 
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And thus communing with himself, Mr. Westbury 
Jones walked cautiously down the slippery oak stair- 
case, and went to the gallery to await Lady Lorrimer's 
return, and his tea. 



CHAPTER XII 

Sib Henry Lobbimeb continued his way along the 
turf drive, which presently traversed the centre of a 
thick plantation of some acres in extent, that was 
being raised on the site of a wood devastated some 
years previously by a storm still talked about in the 
North of England and the Border Country. 

The plantation at first sight seemed to be full of 
young larch-trees only, and, once beyond the edges of 
the green drive cut through it, a tangled wilderness 
of brambles and rank, white rush-grass. Only the 
interested in forestry would have noticed that each 
group of larches formed a nursery to two or three 
sturdy oak saplings and other young trees nestling 
under their shelter. 

The length of this future grove was nearly a mile. 
It extended to the park boundary-wall, beyond which 
again stretched a large covert that was to be the last 
beat of the day's shooting. Business had called Sir 
Henry Lorrimer into Kirkby that day, but he had 
returned to Chillingley earlier than he expected, to find 
none of his guests within doors except Mrs. Lavington. 
Strolling about the gardens on a November afternoon 
was a somewhat depressing pastime, and after he had 
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looked with regret on various herbaceous borders fast 
blackening under the touch of early morning frosts, he 
determined to walk across the park to hear what the 
shooters had done. He calculated that he would arrive 
at the last covert to be shot in time to see the end 
of the day's sport. 

Although everything from a worldly point of view 
seemed to be going well with him, Sir Henry Lorrimer 
no longer wore the contented, prosperous look which 
had been one of his characteristics until comparatively 
recent days. His acquaintances began to say that 
getting into society had spoiled him, and that he had 
taken to giving himself airs. He had drifted away 
from his former associates since his marriage, as it was 
inevitable that he should do; and among the many 
who were always ready to accept his hospitality in 
Berkeley Square, or to stay in his country house, he 
had found very few whom he felt he could look upon 
as friends. Little by little he had realised that he was 
not himself any longer in the eyes of the world, but 
simply, like Colonel Rawdon Crawley, the husband of 
his wife. 

He would have asked for nothing better could he 
have felt that in the two years that had elapsed since 
their marriage he had succeeded in awakening any 
sign of love for him in Eatherine's heart. He had 
waited patiently — none but he could know how 
patiently — for any symptom that his own great love 
had kindled any responsive feeling in her, but as 
the months went by he seemed to be ever further 
from her. 
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There was nothing jarring in their daily intercourse. 
Eatherine was one of those people whose tempers 
appear to be of a serenity that nothing can raffle or 
disturb. There were none of the little scenes apt to 
occur between husband and wife who did not, accord- 
ing to the vulgar term, " get on." The nearest 
approach to anything of the kind that Sir Henry could 
remember was when he had momentarily lost his 
temper at the calmness with which Eatherine had 
received his objections to Eonald Latimer's too fre- 
quent presence in Berkeley Square. He had re- 
proached- himself immediately afterwards for his 
hastiness, and had tried to make it clear to his wife 
that he did so, but her easy indifference — so easy and 
natural that he could not flatter himself it was assumed 
— had speedily checked his endeavours in that direction. 

Notwithstanding her complete unconcern, it had 
always seemed to Sir Henry as though the distance 
between himself and his wife had widened since 
that episode. 

Eatherine had never alluded to the subject, but Sir 
Henry had reason to believe that Mr. Latimer had not 
again called in Berkeley Square. Very shortly after- 
wards Bonald Latimer's engagement to Miss Gray had 
been announced, but a fortnight or so before the 
announcement was made Sir Henry Lorrimer had 
received a letter, over the contents of which he had 
brooded ever since. 

It was an anonymous letter, and had lain on his 
writing-table among a pile of correspondence that 
the morning's post usually brought him. 
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Sir Henry was very well aware that, theoretically, 
the only sensible method of dealing with an anonymous 
communication is to put it in the fire and think no 
more about it. He had, indeed, carried out this 
theory successfully in more than one instance when 
similar epistles had reached him. But these had 
been letters in which his commercial affairs only 
had been the object of concern to his anonymous 
correspondents. 

The letter that Sir Henry opened in a leisurely 
manner one morning after breakfast was of a different 
nature, for it contained a warning to him to keep a 
closer eye not upon his business affairs, but his domes- 
tic ones. The writer wondered whether Sir Henry 
Lorrimer was aware that his wife was in the habit of 
meeting one of his brother members of Parliament in 
little-frequented parts of the London parks. 

There was nothing else in the letter, the envelope of 
which bore a London postmark; but the contents 
were sufficient completely to upset the theory which 
Sir Henry had hitherto held concerning anonymous 
communications — namely, that the fact of their 
anonymity was sufficient to prevent a sensible man 
from troubling himself about them. 

His first feeling on reading the letter was one of 
impotent rage. How dared the writer insult his wife 
in so cowardly a fashion? Then he looked at the 
handwriting with more attention. It was evidently 
that of a woman — a lady's handwriting, clearly, 
although the paper and the envelope were of the 
commonest description. His impulse was to take the 
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letter direct to Katherine, and he had been on the 
point of acting upon it when a flood of doubt rushed 
into his mind and made him pause. 

What if the letter spoke the truth? A brother 
member — that was Latimer, of course ! And so his 
wife's name was coupled with Eon aid Latimer's in 
such a way as to enable any busybody to write him 
an anonymous letter on the subject ! 

Sir Henry Lorrimer did not stop to think who could 
be the writer, neither did he care. It was sufficient 
that such a letter could be written — that such an 
innuendo could be made against his wife. 

If the writer had been aware of all that had been 
passing in Sir Henry Lorrimer's mind during the last 
few months — of the doubts which he was ashamed to 
confess even to himself, of the half-formed suspicions 
dismissed as unworthy of his love for Katherine and of 
his trust in her, of the pain and mortification caused 
by the dread fast growing into certainty that he could 
never succeed in awakening her love — he or she could 
not have timed its delivery at a moment more pro- 
pitious for the breeding of mischief. 

If what he had just read was true, his wife could 
afford to be indifferent as to whether Ronald Latimer 
came to their house or not. 

The thought flashed into his mind as he was about 
to take the letter upstairs to Eatherine's sitting-room, 
and seemed to burn its way into his heart. It made 
him pause ; and after that pause he had never known 
peace of mind again. He had read and re-read the 
letter, always with the same dull unconcern as to the 
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personality of the writer ; and then he had pat it care- 
fully away in a despatch-box, in which he kept some 
of his more private papers, and the key of which hong 
on his watch-chain. 

And ever since that day he had brooded over his 
anonymous warning, trying to decide as to what steps 
he should take to learn the extent to which he was 
being deceived. 

Time after time he was on the point of telling 
Katherine of the letter, saying to himself that he 
would believe her word if she declared its contents to 
be untrue. The thought crossed his mind for an 
instant of having his wife's movements watched, but 
he put it away from him indignantly. Whatever 
might be done by people anxious to rid themselves of 
matrimonial bonds too hastily tied, he was not going 
to condescend to methods for which he had always felt 
a profound contempt when he had read of them, as 
being lacking both in dignity and chivalry. If any- 
body was to watch Katherine, he himself should be 
that person — the only one who had any conceivable 
right to do so. 

He was still wavering in his mind as to whether he 
should keep silence and await the development of 
events, or risk estranging his wife still more from him 
by showing her the letter and by pointing out to her 
how busy gossip must have been with her name 
before any one should venture, even anonymously, to 
send him such a missive, when the announcement 
of Bonald Latimer's engagement appeared in the 
papers. 
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To Sir Henry's intense astonishment, it was 
Katherine herself who read the paragraph to him, 
and it struck him at the time that there was a tone of 
malicious amusement in the tone of her voice as she 
did so. 

That evening he had gone with her to the ball at 
Cheshire House, and although he had shrunk from the 
thought of employing a private detective to watch his 
wife he would not have made a bad understudy for 
the part. Throughout the evening he had watched 
Eatherine's face with feverish anxiety to see how she 
bore herself. The new engagement had been the 
one topic of conversation among the crowd of people 
who were not dancing. He had even accompanied 
Katherine to the spot where Ronald and Miss Gray 
stood receiving the endless congratulations of their 
friends and acquaintances. The Duchess of Cheshire 
was beside them, beaming with satisfaction, and 
introducing those of her guests who were not already 
acquainted with her to the future Mrs. Latimer. 
Sir Henry Lorrimer fancied that as he and his 
wife approached the Duchess with the double object 
of saluting their hostess and offering their con* 
gratulations to Ronald, people standing near pressed 
forward and regarded the process with unusual 
curiosity. He was so engrossed in watching Eathe- 
rine's face that he scarcely looked at Rachel Gray, as 
the Duchess, after greeting Lady Lorrimer, said to 
her, "I think you do not know my cousin, Miss 
Gray." 

If he had looked at Miss Gray with any particular 
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attention, he would have seen a quick look of perplexity, 
and almost of fear, come into her large hazel eyes as she 
and Katherine shook hands with each other, and that she 
displayed a slight embarrassment which might have 
passed for shyness, as Lady Lorrimer congratulated 
her and then turned to present her husband. But he 
was looking always at Katherine, and wondering 
what feelings might be concealed beneath her calm 
demeanour. 

" My husband and I flatter ourselves that Mr. Lati- 
mer is quite an old friend, Miss Gray," she said in her 
low, clear voice which was distinctly audible above the 
hum of conversation around her, and then she passed 
on and made her way through the crowd standing 
round the doors of the ballroom beyond. 

The Duchess of Cheshire looked at her with scarcely 
disguised approval, and Sir Henry caught the word 
" Magnificent" murmured by somebody at his elbow. 
Whether the expression referred to his wife's appear- 
ance or to her behaviour he was not quite sure, but 
something told him that those around him were dis- 
cussing what they had witnessed as though it had 
been some scene in a comedy. 

And later in the evening Sir Henry Lorrimer knew 
that he had not been mistaken. He was in the ball- 
room, leaning up against a gilt railing surrounding a 
pedestal on which was the famous S&vres vase 
presented to a former Duke of Cheshire by Louis XVI. 
All London knew Lady Lorrimer by sight — that is 
to say, all London that thinks itself London ; but Sir 
Henry Lorrimer was less seldom seen at parties and 
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balls, and, moreover, not a man who was specially 
noticeable in a crowd of his fellow-creatures. 

Two men were standing near him talking to a young 
married woman, and Sir Henry soon became conscious 
that they were discussing the absorbing topic of the 
evening. 

" Of course the Cheshires made up the marriage/' 
said the lady near him, who was partially hidden by 
the marble pedestal. "It was high time to stop 
Ronald Latimer making an ass of himself," she 
continued, "and I know for a fact that Arthur 
spoke privately to the Duchess and told her that 
something must be done to prevent Mr. Latimer 
from suddenly finding himself in the Divorce Court 
as a co-respondent. It would never have done, you 
know." 

" In fact," said one of her companions, laughing, 
"it is a genuine manage de convename." 

" Of course," returned the lady. " Things will go 
on much as before, I suppose. A quartette is always 
more satisfactory than a trio— more harmony to be got 
out of it, don't you know, if properly led. Did you 
see how well Lady Lorrimer " 

Sir Henry moved from the spot where he was 
standing at the mention of his wife's name, but the 
little group looked at him unconcernedly, none of the 
three happening to know him by sight For a moment 
he thought that he would reveal his identity, and then 
his common sense told him that he had no right to make 
a scene. His wife's name had not been spoken in 
direct connection with Latimer's, though there was no 
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doubt in his'mind as to what he would overhear should 
he remain any longer where he was. Deliberately to 
listen to a conversation not intended for his ears, how- 
ever, went against the grain ; and almost mechanically 
Sir Henry Lorrimer walked away. 

A mist rose before his eyes, and the whole ballroom 
seemed to be going round and round together with the 
dancers in its centre. The sounds of the Viennese 
orchestra playing one of Waldteufel's waltzes appeared 
to become suddenly muffled and far away; yet he 
remembered the melody. It had often wrung in his 
ears since — a haunting melody with a wail of sadness 
underlying its mocking gaiety. 

He wondered, in a dull, confused way, whether 
happiness was often destroyed by some careless jest 
uttered in a ballroom. Then he laughed at himself 
bitterly, recollecting that he had enjoyed the satis- 
faction of a passion, perhaps, but not happiness. 

From that night his more intimate friends noticed 
a change in Sir Henry Lorrimer's disposition; and 
the great majority of them were very ready to be 
convinced that it was due to airs, and to airs only. 

The suspicion that he was being cheated — deceived, 
grew ever deeper in his mind, and it was a suspicion 
that he, less than most men, could tolerate. The 
world, that world into which he had penetrated simply 
and solely for his wife's sake, was either laughing at 
him for being duped, or despising him for pretending 
to be unaware of being so. 

"Whatever alteration might be visible in Sir Henry 
Lorrimer to those who met him in his clubs or within 
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the precincts of the House of Commons, there had 
been hitherto little or none apparent in his demeanour 
to his wife. The tenderness of manner which, during 
the first year or so of their married life, had irritated 
Katherine, had been chilled and crushed by her evident 
impatience with it, and, except at intervals growing 
constantly rarer, had become a thing of the past. 

It struck Lady Lorrimer that her husband had 
become much more silent than he had been wont to be, 
and that when at home he secluded himself for hours 
at a time in his own room, instead of seizing every 
excuse to seek her company as he had formerly done. 

It was only when they had been settling down at 
Chillingley that Katherine had sometimes been sur- 
prised by sudden outbursts of impatience over trifles 
that she had never known her husband indulge in 
before. 

It so happened that earlier in the autumn the 
Lorrimers had paid a visit to a well-known country 
house on the coast of Durham. The object of the 
visit was a large Unionist meeting in Sunderland, at 
which both Sir Henry and Mr. Latimer were to speak, 
and it was on this visit, as Katherine told Mrs. 
Lavington, that they had met the Latimers for the 
first time since Ronald's marriage. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer had been more than cordial to 
the recently married couple. Much to his wife's 
astonishment he insisted upon her asking them to join 
the shooting party at Chillingley, which was also to be 
a kind of house-warming to celebrate the completion 
of the alterations which had been made there. 
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Lady Lorrimer was secretly rather amused. She 
had long ago realised that her husband was jealous of 
Bonald Latimer, and it was certainly a sign of ingenu- 
ousness on his part to take it for granted that the fact 
of Bonald having married a wife must necessarily 
remove all grounds for his continuing to be so. 

Mrs. Latimer, on receiving Katherine's invitation, 
had pleaded another engagement for that particular 
week in November ; but as the engagement in question 
turned out to be merely to visit the Cheshires at 
Brampton, which could be done any time during the 
autumn and winter, her excuse had been overruled by 
Sir Henry's insistence and her husband's evident 
reluctance to miss the chance of four days' good 
shooting. 

Mrs. Latimer wondered no less than did Eatherine 
Lorrimer why Sir Henry should seem to be almost 
feverishly anxious that they should come to Chillingley . 
It had not escaped her that Lady Lorrimer, though 
expressing her hopes cordially enough that they would 
put off their visit to Brampton in favour of Chillingley, 
was by no means so insistent as her husband. Perhaps, 
she thought, it was Sir Henry Lorrimer's wish to show 
the world how mistaken it was in supposing that there 
had ever been more than the most ordinary friendship 
between Lady Lorrimer and Bonald. This explanation 
had decided Bachel Latimer not to persist in refusing 
the Lorrimers' invitation, and she felt grateful to Sir 
Henry for what she more than suspected to be an act 
of delicate forethought on his part. 



CHAPTER XIII 

The six "guns" invited to shoot the Chillingley 
coverts had enjoyed a good day's sport. There was no 
lack of pheasants, and the birds had come high enough 
to satisfy the most particular of shots. 

It was four o'clock before the beaters entered the 
long, narrow wood which lay just outside the park 
wall and ran parallel with it for nearly half a 
mile. 

On the far side of this covert the ground suddenly 
fell away into a deep ravine, at the bottom of which 
was a narrow strip of agricultural land, while the 
opposite banks were covered with coppices of birch- 
and fir-trees fringing a wild tract of moor. It was out 
of this beat that the head-keeper at Chillingley expected 
to make his best show of birds. The guns were placed 
in the fields at the bottom of the ravine, at distances 
of about sixty yards from each other, as the pheasants 
invariably flew across to the opposite coppices at a 
height which necessitated quick and skilful shooting 
to bring them down. 

There had been a rather long delay over the excellent 
luncheon provided for the party than was altogether 
advisable from a sporting point of view, considering 
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the shortness of an autumn afternoon in the north. 
Edmund Vane and Lord Heversham, both keen shots, 
had become restless long before a start was made for 
the next beat. But, as Lord Heversham observed 
with a shrug of the shoulders, "women and a hot 
luncheon play the devil with a day's covert-shooting," 
and Vane cordially agreed with him. 

The women, as Lord Heversham somewhat disre- 
spectfully called them, with the exception of the three 
who had elected to walk back to the house with Mr. 
Westbury Jones, had all been anxious to accompany 
the guns for the remainder of the afternoon ; and 
Eatherine Lorrimer, though she rather disliked 
watching shooting, agreed to the pressing entreaties 
of her guests that she would remain. Her ponies, 
which she had intended to drive back to Chillingley 
after luncheon with Lady Heversham, had accordingly 
been sent home, and Eatherine and the other ladies 
walked with the men to their respective places. 

It was a pure coincidence that Eatherine found her- 
self standing by Bonald Latimer and his wife when 
the head-keeper came up and asked Mr. Latimer to 
follow him to the spot where he was to stand during 
the final beat. 

" Will you not come and count my misses, Lady 
Lorrimer?" Bonald said to her laughingly. 

Eatherine hesitated for a moment. 

" You had better take Mrs. Latimer," she said with 
a smile. " She will pretend not to see when you 
miss." 

"But Mrs. Latimer has promised to come with 
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me," interposed Lord Heversham, preparing to move 
off to his place. 

"That shows my wife's sporting instincts," said 
Ronald ; " she knows my form of shooting ! " 

Lady Lorrimer said nothing, and the four walked 
away together down the steep, winding path leading to 
the meadows at the bottom of the little valley. 

"We must allow time for Mr. Ellerton to get 
forward, my lord," the head-keeper said, addressing 
Lord Heversham. 

It was usual when shooting that covert to 
place one of the guns considerably in advance of the 
rest, as pheasants running forward towards the 
end of the wood were apt to rise out of shot. Mr. 
Ellerton knew the ground, having repeatedly shot at 
Chillingley in its late owner's time, and he had more 
than once had the same post assigned to him. 

Lord Heversham and his loader remained at the spot 
indicated by the keeper, and Mrs. Latimer took up her 
position just behind him, while Ronald Latimer and 
Katherine walked on to the place at which the former 
was to stand. 

The silence of the autumn afternoon became almost 
oppressive as they waited outside the wood. Every 
now and then mysterious rustlings came from within 
the covert, as a rabbit sneaked through the under- 
growth, or a pattering of little feet on the dead leaves 
betrayed a squirrel hurrying towards the tree in which 
he had established his winter quarters. Occasionally, 
too, the harsh, complaining note of a jay rang through 
the still air, or the chattering of a flock of field-fares, 
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just arrived from more northern latitudes, passing 
overhead. 

Presently a shrill whistle sounded in the distance, 
followed almost immediately afterwards by the faint 
tapping of the beaters' sticks inside the wood, and then 
shots in quick succession. It was at this moment that 
Lady Lorrimer, feeling chilly from standing still, 
suddenly discovered that she had left her tweed cape 
in the luncheon-tent. 

" My servant can go for it/' said Ronald Latimer 
quickly. 

" But you will be without a loader for your second 
gun," demurred Katherine. "It does not matter," 
she added, "I shall get warm again directly we 
move." 

Ronald insisted, however, and told the man to put 
his cartridge-bag near him and to return to the tent 
for Lady Lorrimer's cloak. 

" I can manage very well with one gun," he said to 
Lady Lorrimer. 

" You will have to go some way round," he added 
to his loader, " and keep well out of shot, or if some* 
body fires at a rabbit you may get peppered." 

" What a happy inspiration ! " he continued as soon 
as the man was out of hearing distance. 

" What is a happy inspiration ? " demanded 
Katherine. 

" Why, to leave something behind. Now we have 
got rid of my servant, who would certainly have listened 
to every word we said. I calculate that it will take 
him quite twenty minutes to get to the tent, find your 
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lost garment, and return here with it. Perhaps, with 
the necessary glass of beer after so much exertion, it 
may take him twenty-five minutes." 

Katherine laughed. " I hope it will take him much 
less than that/' she said, " for I really do want my 
cape, Mr. Latimer." 

" And I really do not want my servant at the present 
moment, so nothing could have been more convenient," 
Mr. Latimer responded. 

Katherine Lorrimer looked at him with one of her 
half-mocking, half-serious glances. 

" Do you really think that I left my cape behind on 
purpose?" she asked. "If you do think so, is it not 
— well, just a little conceited of you ? Besides, you 
are here in this rather damp position to shoot my 
husband's pheasants, not to talk to me while they fly 
over your head, as those two birds have just done." 

" That is the ostensible reason for my being here, I 
admit, but those birds were much too high for me." 

" And I am lower, you mean to say ! " 

Ronald Latimer looked at her. She was certainly 
very beautiful, he thought, with the fresh, rich colour 
in her face, and her large brown eyes sparkling as if 
with some secret mirth, and tall, graceful figure that 
was admirably set off by the simple but well-fitting 
dress of some rough Scottish home-spun that she was 
wearing. As he looked at her he could not help con- 
trasting her with his wife. The very thought that he 
was almost unconsciously making such a comparison 
in his mind warned him that he was treading dangerous 
ground. It was true that he had become fonder of 
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Bachel during the short time which had elapsed since 
their marriage than he ever thought would be the case, 
and he certainly recognised to the full her good 
qualities. But Bachel — well, Bachel was like many 
other women with good qualities, there being always 
a certain amount of sameness about good people which 
the bad are fortunate enough to be able to avoid. Not 
that Ronald Latimer by any means placed Lady 
Lorrimer in the latter category. It was not the least 
part of the attraction Katherine undoubtedly possessed 
for him that he was quite unable to fathom her cha- 
racter, or to satisfy himself in his own mind as to 
whether she were really virtuous, or merely one of the 
very large number of those who are virtuous by force 
of circumstances and the lack of sufficient courage or 
enterprise to be the reverse. 

" Do you know, Mr. Latimer," continued Katherine 
after a pause, " that you should have had your wife 
with you, instead of me? It would have been the 
right thing to do, as you have been married such a 
short time." 

" Bachel is very happy with Heversham," replied 
Ronald, "and I am very happy — where I am. I 
wonder if it has ever struck you, Lady Lorrimer," he 
added, "that we have never had five minutes' talk 
together since last summer. You used to be very 
patient in listening to my political day-dreams." 

" Day-dreams?" repeated Katherine Lorrimer a 
little absently. "Ah, yes— they are very pleasant 
things to indulge in," and she gave a slight sigh as she 
spoke. "But, Mr. Latimer," she continued, "You 
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have your wife to listen to your projects now, 
and " 

" Bachel ? " interrupted Eonald Latimer. " Oh 
yes ; of course, I do not forget that I am now a 
married man. But Bachel is not — what shall I say ? — 
she does not understand what it is to be ambitious." 

Katherine glanced at him. "And I," she said, 
"do you think that I understand it any better?" 

" I think you do — or at least, I used to think so. 
I used to think that you would urge Lorrimer to be 
something more than a silent member — a mere 
automaton to vote for his party at a division." 

A quick look of amusement passed oyer Katherine's 
face. 

11 That is a very clever attempt to turn the tables 
upon me," she observed quietly. "We were talking 
of your ambitions, not mine. As for my husband — 
well, he is like your wife — he does not understand the 
kind of ambition we — you and I — mean. He could 
not understand the desire to be among those who lead 
their fellow-creatures — to be one of the rulers instead 
of being one of the ruled." 

" And yet he has been a successful man," replied 
Eonald as she paused. 

"Yes — commercially and financially. But that is 
not the point. The kind of ambition we mean is the 
desire to impress our mark, our individuality, if you 
please, upon our generation; not merely to make it 
purchase our wares. It must be a delightful thing to 
be a man, and a man in your position," Katherine 
added suddenly, "to know that you have your feet 
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firmly planted on the ladder — that you have only to 
choose to climb in order to have power. I have often 
wished I were a man." 

"It is quite an unnecessary wish. You have more 
power than any man could have — if you choose to 
use it." 

Katherine Lorrimer shrugged her shoulders some- 
what impatiently. Then she turned to him sud- 
denly. 

" Perhaps you will show me the way," she said with 
a little laugh. 

Eonald looked at her inquiringly. What did she 
mean, he wondered ! From another woman her words 
might have been taken to convey a certain suggestive- 
ness. But Lady Lorrimer was different from any 
other women he had known. When he had first 
become fairly intimate with her, he had thought that 
she was probably merely a young and good-looking 
woman who was bored by her elderly husband and 
anxious to amuse herself; and he had been very 
willing to be the man to provide her with the dis- 
tractions of which he believed her to be in search. 

But as time went on Eonald Latimer had become 
less and less sure of his ground. He became con- 
scious of an indefinable barrier beyond which he felt 
that it would be a risk to attempt to pass. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer's wife had a facility for quietly 
brushing aside, as it were, any advance on his part 
that bordered upon sentimentality, as though this 
condition of the mind — or body — were an unknown 
quantity to her. There was certainly no prudishness 
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in Lady Lorrimer; nor could Eonald altogether 
believe that her indifference was merely a mask 
assumed to cover high principles, which latter he 
had occasionally known people to be ashamed of, and 
to attempt to conceal, from a nervous dread of being 
supposed to be better than their neighbours. 

"Perhaps I might have shown you the way/' he 
said after a pause, " if " and then he hesitated. 

"If— what?" 

" If we had known each other before you became 
Lady Lorrimer." 

Katherine looked at him a little critically. 

"But as we didn't meet each other before I was 
Lady Lorrimer, it is not of much use discussing the 
possibilities. You are determined to leave plenty of 
birds for our next shoot," she added, as Eonald missed 
badly with both barrels. 

Mr. Latimer felt towards the pheasants, which were 
now beginning to sail over his head by threes and 
fours, much as the studious angler is said to have felt 
towards the fish whose bites at his worm obliged him 
to lay down his book. 

" Are you sure it is of no use ? " he asked. 

"Quite sure. My husband's political ambitions 
soar no higher than representing a division of the 
county in Parliament." 

"Possibly; but we were not discussing Lorrimer's 
ambitions. Do you remember the conversations we 
used to have together in Berkeley Square, while 
Lorrimer was engaged in — well, to quote your own ex- 
pression, * in making the world purchase his wares ? ' " 

12 
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Katherine nodded. *"Of course I remember," she 
replied, " but what of them? " 

"Merely that they were to me very pleasant con- 
versations. It is always pleasant to feel that one has 
a friend in whom one can confide, and who will be 
confiding." 

" I suppose," observed Lady Lorrimer with a curious 
smile, " that this is why you married." 

" Do you?" Eonald asked, a little shortly. "I am 
going to risk a snub, but as it would not be the first 
by a good many that you have administered to me, 
I shall hope to bear it. May I risk it ? " 

" Yes, if you like," answered Katherine, laughing. 

" Then — am I to suppose that you also married for 
the same reason ? " 

Katherine drew herself up haughtily for a moment 
and seemed about to speak. Then she hesitated. 

"You need suppose nothing," she said at length. 
Her voice had no tone of resentment in it ; but only, 
as Eonald Latimer fancied, a touch of something that 
he could not quite define. Was it sadness, disap- 
pointment ? he wondered. 

"You are quite right," he said presently. "It is 
better to suppose nothing where marriages are con- 
cerned. They are made in heaven, we are told. But 
friendships are of a more humble origin, and surely 
there is no particular reason why the two should clash. 
Do you not agree, Lady Lorrimer ? I should be very 
sorry," he added quickly, " if I thought my marriage 
were going to interfere with a friendship that I value 
very highly." 
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There was a touch of the academic manner that 
occasionally ruffled the nerves of the House of 
Commons in the way Mr. Latimer pronounced 
these final words, but Katherine appeared not to 
notice it. 

" There are so few people one can talk to about 
anything except trifles, or the tiresome details of 
everyday life," she said, somewhat irrelevantly. 

"Precisely," observed Eonald. "And therefore 
when two kindred spirits meet it is a little hard if 
friendship is to be denied to them, simply because 
the world will not mind its own business." 

" The world ! " echoed Katherine scornfully. " A 
friendship that is measured by what the world thinks 
of it is not worth much. I admit that in our-in your 
case and mine — the attitude of two individuals in the 
world has to be considered." 

" And these two censors are ? " 

" My dear Mr. Latimer, these two censors are, or 
would be, my husband and your wife ! " 

" But an intellectual friendship " 

" Is a thing concerning which the unintellectual are 
apt to be sceptical," interrupted Katherine Lorrimer 
with a slight laugh. " Not that I mean to imply that 
either Mrs. Latimer or my husband is unintellectual, 
but " and she paused abruptly. 

"Almost every successful man has been helped 
M the .ttlmen. of hi. objerf by some MenL 
some kindred spirit," said Ronald. "The kindred 
spirit," he added, " has by no means always been a 
wife; in some cases not even a woman." 
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Katherine did not reply. In the meantime pheasants 
were beginning to come over Ronald Latimer's head in 
such rapid succession that, for very shame's sake, he 
felt he must devote more of his attention to them. 
For some minutes he was shooting as quickly as was 
possible with only one gun, and Katherine, standing 
just behind him, mechanically handed him cartridges 
from the bag his loader had left. 

Ronald shot well during those few minutes, and 
brought down his birds with unerring precision. A 
more experienced spectator than his companion would 
at once have noticed that he took his pheasants at an 
unusual angle, waiting until they were almost directly 
above his head before he fired. Down the birds came, 
however, with a regularity that became almost mono- 
tonous ; there was no wounding, no broken wings or 
legs hanging limply downwards, but rushing, brown 
objects seemed suddenly to collapse as the shots rang 
out, and fall, motionless patches of golden-bronze 
colour, upon the green turf. 

Katherine, who was not particularly fond of looking 
on at shooting, found herself becoming excited almost 
against her will, and her hands trembled a little as she 
gave cartridge after cartridge to Ronald to push into 
the already heated barrels of his gun. 

At length there came a diminution in the stream 
of pheasants that had been passing overhead. 

"I thought you said you were a bad shot," she 
said; "but you did splendidly! And the birds — 
they could feel nothing, shot like that." 

Ronald turned and looked at her. 
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"lama bad shot," he said, briefly ; " not in the 
third rank, as fellows shoot nowadays. I did better 
than usual, because you are beside me, I suppose." 

"I think," said Katherine Lorrimer slowly, "that 
you are one of those people who can always be 
successful when they choose to be so. If you thought 
it worth your while to be a good shot — well, you 
would force yourself to be one, would you not?" 

There was an unusual animation in her face, and 
Eonald felt as though his gaze was riveted to the 
large brown eyes that were looking steadily into his 
own. 

"I could be successful — yes," he said in a low 
voice, " in life, I mean, not in shooting pheasants 
— if it were worth my while — if I thought you cared 
whether I succeed or fail." 

Katherine drew a little away from him. "There 
are others who have more right to care than I," 
she added; "I am only a friend." 

" Only a friend ! " repeated Ronald. " That may 
mean so little — or so much." 

"Exactly! So little, or so much, in the minds 
and on the tongues of the sceptical of whom we 
were talking just now." 

"Why need we pay any attention to their 
tongues ? " returned Ronald Latimer. " Or, rather," 
he added hastily, as if correcting himself, "why 
need we, or any other two individuals who happen 
to be friends, give any occasion for tongues to wag? 
Oh, I know what you are going to say," he con- 
tinued, as Katherine made a slight gesture as though 
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to interrupt him. " In our case it would not be easy 
to avoid — what shall I say? — domestic complications. 
Sir Henry would not understand an intellectual friend- 
ship." 

Eatherine Lorrimer's eyes flashed with mirth, which 
she did not attempt to conceal. 

"'Beware, my lord, of jealousy/" she quoted, 
laughing. " No," she added, " Henry does not believe 
in intellectual friendships between men and women. 
He told me so only yesterday — rather forcibly. I 
have no doubt that Mrs. Latimer would tell you 
the same thing — only she would express it less vigor- 
ously. Of course they are both wrong — that is to 
say, they would be both wrong in — well, in our case. 
After all, we have always been friends, have we not, 
Mr. Latimer ? — whether we call our friendship intel- 
lectual or not?" 

Bonald looked at her curiously. This woman was 
still an enigma to him. At one moment she ap- 
peared to be indifferent and cold as stone, and at the 
next her manner would be almost dangerously seduc- 
tive. For a few seconds he hesitated. He recol- 
lected more than one occasion on which he had 
ventured to profit by Katherine Lorrimer's softer 
moods, only to find himself checked by her sudden 
reversion to apparent indifference. 

"We used to be good friends," he said at length, 
" but latterly — I mean, before I married — it seemed 
to me that you did not wish me to come to Berke- 
ley Square. They used to be very refreshing to me, 
our conversations there; and you often sent me 
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away with my head full of ambitious dreams and 
feeling as if you had given me the power to realise 
them. That is one of the true functions of a kindred 
spirit, is it not?" 

Eatherine glanced at him with a half-smile in her 
eyes. 

"At least/ 9 she said, "you have taken a step 
which should help you towards their realisation.' ' 

"Marriage, you mean?" replied Eoland Latimer 
a little impatiently. "It was a very obvious step 
to take, under the circumstances — a step we have 
both taken in life." 

Katherine's face hardened suddenly. 

"Do you mean to say that you think I married 
my husband from ambitious motives?" she asked 
quickly ; " but of course you don't, knowing Henry 
as you know him. Good Heavens ! " she added, 
with a slight laugh, "I have never been able to 
kindle a spark of ambition in him. If politics were 
a business — — " 

"They are certainly a business," murmured Mr. 
Latimer. 

" I mean," Katherine continued, tapping her foot 
impatiently on the turf, " Henry's ambition is purely 
impersonal. He will take any trouble to organise 
and develop a new branch of his business, simply 
because developing something interests him. It 
doesn't much matter whether the something is a new 
establishment of Lorrimer & Go. or a new variety 
of sweet-pea." 

"In these days of departmental reorganisation be 
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would make an invaluable Cabinet Minister/' re- 
marked Ronald. "In his case/' he added, "the 
kindred spirit would not be lacking." 

"How do you mean?" asked Katherine. 

"I mean — that he has you!" 

"But if I have just told you that I am useless 
— that I cannot make him ambitious for political 
advancement? You must not judge me by Mrs. 
Latimer. No doubt she could excite ambition in you, 
if it were wanting, which it is not." 

" Rachel ! " exclaimed Mr. Latimer. " She belongs 
to the passive order of beings." 

Katherine turned a pair of questioning eyes upon 
him. 

" That is perhaps as well for you," she replied. 

" Perhaps," repeated Ronald briefly ; and then he 
added suddenly, " Sir Henry belongs to the same 
category, I should imagine." 

Lady Lorrimer laughed. " Scarcely," she said. 

" In any case, it's infernal nonsense, you know." 
Ronald continued — "I mean," he added hastily, 
"why in the world because I have a wife and you 
have a husband shouldn't we be friends, as we were 
before? Evidently Lorrimer doesn't object, for he 
pressed Rachel and me to come here." 

"Yes," said Katherine; then she added tranquilly, 
" and your wife didn't want to come. She made a 
great many excuses, I remember ; but Henry wouldn't 
listen. He insisted upon your coming. That was 
odd of him — do you not think so?" 

"I do not see why." 
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Katherine hesitated. She certainly could not tell 
him why she thought it odd, and yet she felt that 
to do so would simplify matters considerably. 

Mr. Latimer watched her curiously. 
"Do you know," he said, as she did not speak, 
"I once was conceited enough to think that your 
husband was growing jealous of me? I actually 
was fool enough to suspect that the sudden cessa- 
tion of your invitations to Berkeley Square was due 
to him — not to you. Of course I was wrong ; other- 
wise — well, otherwise he would not have pressed me 
to come to Chillingley. Tell me, Lady Lorrimer, 
do you think me unpardonably presumptuous for 
having entertained such an idea?" 

Katherine looked straight in front of her. The 
gentle tapping of the beaters' sticks grew clearer 
and more distinct, and from the long covert beside 
them came the pattering sound of rabbits scurrying 
away over the dead leaves in the undergrowth. No 
other sounds came from within the wood, for the 
head-keeper at Chillingley did not allow his beaters 
to make a noise while at their work. 

"Do you think me very presumptuous?" urged 
Eonald Latimer as she remained silent. 

She started a little, as though his question had 
interrupted a train of thought. 

"Yes — no," she replied hurriedly. "Of course I 
ought to tell you that you were so, but " 

A look of gratification flashed across Mr. Latimer's 
face. 

" I was right, then," he said in a low voice. " It 
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was not you who objected to my visits in Berkeley 
Square." 

" No," said Katherine. " It was not I who 
objected." 

" Then of course it was your husband." 

Lady Lorrimer glanced at hiin. "Other people 
objected," she replied, "and made him the mouth- 
piece to convey their objections." 

Ronald looked at her with surprise. 

"What do you mean?" he asked. "What could 
other people's objections matter, so long as Lorrimer 
had none? I do not understand." 

Katherine smiled — her least pleasant smile. 

" Do you not? " she answered, with a slight shrug 
of the shoulders. " Well, it does not seem to me 
to be a very complicated affair! Indeed, there is a 
simplicity about it which is almost amusing. But you 
really must not ask me to explain it, Mr. Latimer." 

" I don't care what explanation there may be," said 
Ronald abruptly. " The only thing I did care about 
knowing you have, told me. So long as I know that 
these mysterious objections which we have been 
talking about did not proceed from you, I am quite 
indifferent as to their origin. Anyhow, they appear to 
be a matter of the past, since I am at Chillingley by 
your husband's own invitation." 

" You — and Mrs. Latimer," corrected Katherine. 

Ronald looked at her quickly. 

"You mean," he said in a low voice, "that if I 
had not married, I should never have received the 
invitation; that " 
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A volley of shots from behind them interrupted 
him, and showed that the pheasants were breaking 
away from the far side of the covert. The beaters 
were now close to where Eonald and Lady Lorrimer 
were standing, and a hundred yards or so below them 
they could hear Mr. Ellerton firing numerous shots 
from his post at the end of the wood. 

All at once, from inside the covert, came excited 
shouts of " Woodcock ! Woodcock forward ! " 

Eonald Latimer instinctively tightened his grasp on 
his gun, but the bird had evidently gone on, for one 
of the " stops " near the end of the covert took up 
the cry. 

Suddenly a single shot rang out, evidently from Mr. 
Ellerton's gun. 

"I expect that is the end of the woodcock," said 
Bonald, " and we had better be moving forward now. 
I was told to remain here till the beaters came up, and 
here they are. That man of mine has been a long 
time finding your cloak," he added. " However, this 
is the last beat." 

They had hardly moved forward a few paces when 
somebody came running towards them. When he 
approached them Bonald saw that it was Mr. Eller- 
ton's loader. The man's face was deadly pale, and in 
his haste and excitement he appeared scarcely to see, 
and certainly not to recognise, Lady Lorrimer. 

Bonald caught him by the arm. "What's the 
matter ?" he exclaimed. " Has anything happened ? " 

"An accident, sir," the man gasped out. "Sir 
Henry — shot. Mr. Ellerton has sent me to get a 
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carriage up, and to send off somebody for the 
doctor " 

" Sir Henry Lorrimer ! " exclaimed Bonald aghast. 
"My God! Is he ?" 

He looked at Katherine, and the question died upon 
his lips. She was very pale, and Mr. Latimer for a 
moment feared that she might be going to faint. 
Even as he looked, however, she seemed to recover 
herself, and asked the question that he had left 
unspoken. 

" Is he killed ? " she asked ; and her eyes seemed to 
dilate to an unnatural size as she fixed them upon the 
man's face. 

" No, my lady, no," he answered, recognising her ; 
"Sir Henry isn't killed— but— but " 

"That will do," said Katherine calmly. "Go and 
fetch the carriage instantly, if it is still at the tent. 
If not, send a messenger at once to the stables, 
and send to Kirkby for Dr. Wilson to come without 
delay." 

The man darted off, relieved, perhaps, no longer to 
encounter her questioning gaze ; and Katherine Lor- 
rimer, followed by Bonald, turned and walked quickly 
down the covert-side to where Mr. EUerton had been 
posted. 

Mr. Ellerton was kneeling beside Sir Henry 
Lorrimer's prostrate form. He looked up with a 
bewildered air as Katherine and Bonald Latimer 
hurried towards him, and in his agitation became 
almost incoherent. 

" Thirty years ! " he exclaimed ; " I have shot for 
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thirty years, and such a thing has never happened ! " 
and he repeated the same thing again and again as if 
unaware of their presence. 

Katherine Lorrimer took no notice of him — did not 
even look at him, indeed. She threw herself on her 
knees beside her husband, and almost mechanically 
began to wipe away the blood that was trickling down 
his face. Sir Henry Lorrimer lay motionless, except 
for an occasional endeavour to raise his hands to his 
head, and appeared to be almost unconscious. 

Katherine looked across him to Mr. Latimer. 

" Go," she said hurriedly, " get help — somebody — 
anybody who can help — and brandy — there will be 
some in the tent. For God's sake, tell them to be 
quick — he is dying " 

Even as she was speaking several men hastened up, 
and among them Lord Heversham and Edmund Vane. 
The latter had a small pocket-flask of brandy in his 
hand, and in a moment he was at Lady Lorrimer 's side. 

"Will you let me look at him?" he said to her 
gently. " I have some experience of these things," 
and without waiting for her reply he bent over Sir 
Henry. 

As he did so Sir Henry Lorrimer raised himself into 
a sitting posture. 

" No ! " he said, " you are too soon, Katherine — too 
soon ; I am not dead yet ! That is a pity, is it not ? " 

And then he laughed — a strange, jarring laugh, 
which caused the men grouped around him to look at 
each other in astonishment. 

Then they looked at Lady Lorrimer. She was 
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standing erect now, and her face, which was as pale 
as that of the wounded man who sat almost at her 
feet, seemed as though it were cut out of marble. 

" No fault of Ellerton's," continued Sir Henry. " I 
blundered into his line of fire. You mustn't blame 
him, my lady, if he didn't finish me off— ha ! ha ! ha ! " 
and once again the same mirthless laugh came from 
his lips. But this time it was fainter, and he had 
scarcely uttered it before he fell back unconscious. 

Ronald Latimer stepped quickly forward to where 
Lady Lorrimer was standing. 

"I think," he said to her gently, " that you would 
do better to return to the house as quickly as possible. 
We will do everything here and see that Sir Henry is 
conveyed home immediately." 

Katherine seemed scarcely to hear him. She was 
standing mute and immovable, looking down upon her 
husband, whom Edmund Vane was doing his best to 
restore to consciousness. 

" Will he die ? " she asked in a low voice, bending 
towards Vane as she spoke. 

"Die?" replied Mr. Vane hastily. "No, Lady 
Lorrimer — he has only fainted — the shock, you know. 
Latimer is right. You had better leave him to us to 
take care of. As I said just now, I have some ex- 
perience of gunshot wounds — enough to do the right 
thing until the doctor can arrive ; and I will see that 
he is carried home properly." 

Katherine bent her head as if thanking him. " I 
will go," she said quietly ; and then she looked round 
hesitatingly. 
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Lord Heversham approached her, and offered to 
accompany her to the house, but she shook her head. 
Then she turned away from them in silence. By this 
time a group of keepers and beaters had hurried to the 
spot, and stood at a little distance talking to each 
other in hushed undertones. 

" It wasn't Mr. Ellerton's fault," one of them was 
saying. " No — nor yet nobody's fault neither. Sir 
'Enery he just came over that bank right in front of 
Mr. Ellerton as he shot the cock. I see'd it myself, 
for I was the ' stop ' away down the woodside there. 
Sir 'Enery he hadn't no business to be where he was — 
no, nor anybody else hadn't no business to be there 
neither." 

He was an old man, and spoke in a higher voice 
than his companions, and as she passed Katherine 
Lorrimer heard him. She stopped suddenly and 
looked back at the group surrounding her husband. 
Then she retraced her steps, and walking up to Mr. 
Ellerton said to him in her low, clear voice — 

" Mr. Ellerton, I am so sorry for you — for I know 
what you must be suffering. But you heard what my 
husband said just now. Nobody can blame you for 
what has happened. You could not possibly have known 
that anybody was in front of you when you fired." 

Mr. Ellerton looked at her for a moment. He was 
trembling with suppressed agitation. 

" It was an accident, Lady Lorrimer," he said 
disjointedly, " an unaccountable accident ! Thirty 
years — I have shot for thirty years, and I have never 
fired a careless shot — and now " 
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" Nobody can accuse you of carelessness now," 
insisted Eatherine. 

At that moment a carriage was driven into the field 
and came rapidly towards the wood. Eatherine turned 
to Edmund Vane. 

" The carriage," she said. " He can be lifted into 
the carriage and driven home." 

Vane hesitated. " I think," he said, " that it will 
be safer to carry Sir Henry. I have sent some men to 
take the gate off its hinges, and we will put some rugs 
on that and carry him on it. The motion of the 
carriage might shake him, Lady Lorrimer ; so will you 
not get into it and go home ? " 

Eatherine seemed to be undecided. " If you think 
it better," she began. 

" I do think it better," replied Edmund Vane firmly. 
" You may safely trust us to do all that is right." 

The carriage had only just driven away with Lady 
Lorrimer when some men brought up a hurdle on 
which some wraps and cushions out of the tent had 
been arranged, and Sir Henry Lorrimer was gently 
lifted from the ground and placed upon it. 

" I can't make it out," said Vane, in reply to a ques- 
tion from Lord Heversham, as they were walking 
beside the improvised stretcher. " He has got a few 
pellets at the side of the head, and I'm afraid some 
may have injured the eye — if not both eyes. But 
there is something else besides, for the wound would 
not make him unconscious. I believe he has had some 
form of seizure — afterwards, you know. Perhaps 
brought on by the shock." 
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" Thank Heavens the ladies had left us/' said Lord 
Heversham — "your wife, Vane, and mine. Mrs. 
Latimer and Miss Ellerton must also be back at the 
house by this time. Lady Lorrimer took it very 
quietly." 

Vane glanced at him. "Yes," he replied briefly, 
" it was certainly the best thing she could do." 

And then they relapsed into a silence only broken 
by the measured tread of the four keepers who were 
carrying the hurdle on which Sir Henry Lorrimer was 
borne back to Chillingley. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

"And he paid the little idiot's losses for the week. 
Eighty pounds ! " said Lady Banff, lowering her voice 
as she spoke, although she was alone with the Duchess 
of Cheshire in the latter's own sitting-room at 
Brampton. 

The Duchess looked up from a mass of correspond- 
ence which lay on her writing-table pleading for more 
systematic arrangement. 

" Scarcely a little idiot, I should say," she observed 
drily. "You might find some more suitable epithet 
Millicent." 

Lady Banff sniffed. " So I might," she returned, 
"but it wouldn't be a pretty epithet. Would you 
allow a young man to pay up for your girl at bridge, 
Louisa — supposing you had one — a girl, I mean ? I 
think it's scandalous. Clare Sinclair is a mere child. 
And the man — one never can tell, you know." 

" I don't suppose her mother knew anything about 
it," said the Duchess a little absently. " Perhaps he 
did it to prevent the child getting into a scrape with 
her parents," she added. 

" Humph ! " ejaculated Lady Banff doubtfully, " so 
long as he doesn't get her into a worse scrape " 

1T8 
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The Duchess looked a little shocked. 

" My dear Millicent I " she remonstrated. " Yon let 
your imagination run away with you. But I agree 
with you in the abstract. The amount of money girls 
lose and win at bridge nowadays is appalling, but 
for goodness' sake don't allude to the subject to 
Augustus ! He is always threatening to put his foot 
down, as he calls it— I call it putting his foot in, but 
that doesn't signify — and forbid bridge to be played in 
any house of his. Of course if he did nobody except 
frumps — male and female — would ever come here." 

" Well," insisted Lady Banff, " I'm not a frump ; 
not yet, at any rate! but I couldn't allow a girl of 
mine to have her debts paid by a man who was no 
relation to her. But what can you expect from such a 
mother ? Mark my words, Louisa, in a few months' 
time we shall hear that Clare Sinclair has been ordered 
to do a rest-cure ; and after a decent interval she'll 
reappear as if nothing had happened." 

The Duchess laughed. " Beally, Millicent, you are 
disgraceful," she said. "Luckily, I know that you 
only talk like this to me, or I should think you were 
growing ill-natured. But never mind about the Sin- 
clairs; it's no business of ours how they pay their 
gambling debts. I wanted to talk to you about some- 
thing more interesting — at least, it is more interesting 
to me. I suppose you have heard the rumours about 
Sir Henry Lorrimer ? " 

" Of course," answered Lady Banff. " People say 
he is off his head, as well as going gradually blind. It 
was terrible, that accident — all through his own 
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stupidity, too, poor man! I wonder what she will 
do." 

The Duchess left her writing-table and sat down 
near the fire. 

" Many people wonder that/' she said, briefly. 

Lady Banff looked at her quickly, but she made 
no remark. She had heard other things, indeed, 
besides the fact very generally known ; namely, that 
Sir Henry Lorrimer had completely lost the sight of 
one eye, and that the oculists despaired of saving the 
other. It was known, also, that he had not, as the 
world expressed it, been quite right in his head since 
his accident, and it was supposed that the shock had in 
some way affected his brain. 

But Lady Banff had heard something more than 
this ; and she wondered if the Duchess had heard it 
also. There was no particular reason, she thought, 
why her friend should have heard it. Louisa, though 
she lived in the world to a certain extent, was not as a 
rule very well acquainted with its gossip. Indeed, on 
more than one occasion she had been saved from 
asking into her house people who were momentarily 
undesirable as guests solely through her, Lady Banff's, 
timely warnings. 

" Many people wonder what Lady Lorrimer will do," 
repeated the Duchess, " and I am one of the number, 
Millicent." 

"Oh," observed Lady Banff cautiously. "Well, 
Louisa ? " 

The Duchess hesitated for a moment. " I wouldn't 
discuss it with anybody but you," she continned, " but 
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the fact is that I am very much worried — horribly 
worried. You know how I had set my heart on that 
marriage." 

" The Lorrimer marriage ? no, I didn't know " 

" Of course I don't mean the Lorrimer marriage," 
the Duchess interrupted impatiently. "I mean 
Ronald Latimer's. He has fallen into that woman's 
clutches again, and poor little Rachel is looking 
miserable. The Lorrimers are in London, as you 
know. He had to be moved there as soon as possible 
after the accident, for they were spending a fortune 
in having doctors and oculists down to the country. 
I'm afraid Ronald is always in their house, from what 
I hear, and — and the Lord only knows what will come 
of it all," she concluded a little irritably. 

"It's an unfortunate s business," said Lady Banff. 
"But I always told you that you were premature in 
making up that marriage, Louisa. Oh, I know what 
you are going to say : you did it to save Ronald 
Latimer from getting into a mess. But anybody could 
see that he was bound to get into it sooner or later, 
and a bachelor comes out cleaner from a mess of that 
description than a married man does. You should 
have listened to me, and waited to see how things 
developed themselves." 

"I suppose I should," said the Duchess resignedly, 
"but the risks were too great, and Ronald himself 
seemed to be fully aware of them. You must 
remember, Millicent, that he and Lady Lorrimer 
were being too much talked about, and I got a hint — 
I think I told you at the time what the Premier said 
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to me. Thank Heaven he said it to me, and not to 
Augustus " 

"Exactly," said Lady Banff; "but keep to the point, 
Louisa. Do you suppose that Rachel Latimer has 
any real cause for unhappiness? " 

" I wish I knew," answered the Duchess. " I hear 
that people are talking a good deal. Of course, it may 
only be a platonic friendship— not that I believe in 
platonic friendships between people who are young and 
good-looking." 

Lady Banff laughed. Louisa, she knew by experience, 
was apt to say things which other people contented 
themselves with thinking. 

" The worst of it is " continued the Duchess, " that 
whatever Ronald and Lady Lorrimer may think about 
it, Rachel and Sir Henry Lorrimer do not share their 
opinion — and they are probably better capable of 
forming one. Sir Henry had evidently formed his 
before his accident— long before it, indeed. That was 
why I was so anxious that Ronald should marry. 
As Arthur said, a divorce suit with Ronald as 
co-respondent wouldn't be a popular thing in the 
country ; and Sir Henry Lorrimer is just the sort of 
man who would be very obstinate, you know — or 
conscientious — which is really much the same thing. 
Scandals are invariably made by conscientious people." 

" I'm afraid you are right, Louisa," said Lady Banff, 
drawing her chair nearer to the fire. "From all I hear, 
I believe that Sir Henry Lorrimer has been brooding 
over this business for months. Somebody, who had 
been told by one of the men who was there, told me 
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that when Sir Henry recovered consciousness after 
being shot, and saw his wife near him, he spoke to her 
quite savagely, and told her that he wasn't going to 
die to please her — or something to that effect. Of 
course, anybody could put two and two together who 
heard him— and everybody who was staying at Chil- 
lingley did put two and two together. Mr. Westbury 
Jones " 

" Yes? " interrupted the Duchess. " What did Mr. 
Westbury Jones say? I did not know that he was 
there." 

" He was very much there," said Lady Banff drily, 
" and he has said nothing — in print. But that, in the 
case of a man like Westbury Jones is tantamount to 
saying a great deal. The fact is, Louisa, the whole 
world knows that there is something very odd in the 
Lorrimer minage, and that Sir Henry Lorrimer has 
been really a little cracky lately. What would you 
have ? Elderly men shouldn't marry beautiful young 
women." 

"Oh, my dear Millicent," exclaimed the Duchess, 
" I don't think it's that — I don't indeed I I wish I did 
think so, because then I shouldn't feel that things 
were so complicated. No— no — it is — well, disappoint- 
ment that has turned Sir Henry Lorrimer cracky, as 
you call it — not the other thing." 

Lady Banff opened her eyes. "How in the world 
do you know, Louisa ? " she asked. 

" I don't know ; I only guess. But we needn't 
discuss it. The fact remains that Lady Lorrimer may 
now think herself more free to carry on her friendship 
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with Ronald than she could have been while her 
husband was in health. Ronald is losing his head, I 
tell you, and I consider that he is behaving very badly. 
He hasn't been married six months, and yet he is 
neglecting his own wife and hanging about somebody 
else's. If it were six years one mightn't think so much 

of it, you know; but six months " and the Duchess 

of Cheshire shook her head and sighed. 

" They say it is Lady Lorrimer who is losing her 
head," observed Lady Banff, " and that it is she who 
is— well, making the running." 

"I don't believe a word of it" the Duchess returned 
bluntly. "At least," she continued, "she may be 
making the running-by the way, Millicent, youx 
expressions are sometimes shockingly vulgar; I am 
always afraid of using them when I am talking to 
Augustus — but I don't believe that she is losing her 
head. Only people with hearts lose their heads. 
Lady Lorrimer is simply amusing herself, and I don't 
believe that she cares any more about Ronald than she 
does about her husband — not really, you know." 

Lady Banff looked a little puzzled. 

" Then what are you so afraid of? " she asked. 

" Of Ronald falling desperately in love with her," 
replied the Duchess. " He's never been in love with 
anybody but himself, bo there is all the more danger 
of it. And Lady Lorrimer is an ambitious woman. 
She told me herself that power — political power — was 
the thing she should like most to possess, if she were a 
man ; and the possession of political power is not 
always accompanied by the wearing of trousers " 
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"By the wearing of them — no," observed Lady 
Banff meditatively. 

"If Sir Henry dies," proceeded the Duchess, "Lady 
Lorrimer will be a widow " 

" That, my dear Louisa, is a certainty ! " 

"And a very dangerous widow. She will keep 
Ronald dangling about her, and use him to obtain the 
influence she wants. In the meantime he will have a 
wretched home, for Eachel will be miserable. And if 
Sir Henry doesn't die there will probably be a scandal. 
Altogether, Mil li cent, you must admit that it's a 
detestable business, and I can't think what to do for 
the best." 

"Talk seriously to Ronald," suggested Lady 
Banff. 

"He would only pooh-pooh it. Men must deny 
that sort of thing." 

" Then talk seriously to Lady Lorrimer." 

If the Duchess of Cheshire had been physically 
adapted to the feat she would have bounded in her 
chair. As it was she leaned forward and gazed at Lady 
Banff in astonishment at the audacity of the pro- 
posal. 

"Talk to Lady Lorrimer!" she repeated. "I — I 
shouldn't dare ! I would as soon talk to the Sphinx 
on the subject ; sooner, indeed, for the Sphinx couldn't 
answer. And yet " 

The Duchess paused suddenly and appeared to be 
seeking inspiration from the logs of wood blading in 
the fireplace. 

Lady Banff looked at her curiously. 
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" I believe you like the woman," she said a little 
abruptly. 
" What makes you think that, Millicent ? " 
" I don't know. I have always thought so." 
The Duchess moved uneasily in her chair. " Lady 
Lorrimer interests me," she replied, after a pause, 
" and somehow I have always felt that I might like 
her — if I could understand her. I always find myself 
wondering what in the world she married for." 

" What do most women marry for ? " returned Lady 
Banff. " She wanted a home of her own, I suppose." 

"She certainly didn't want children," said the 
Duchess bluntly ; " she told me she hated them — that 
is to say — no, she didn't tell me quite that, but " 

" She hasn't got them, anyway." 

" Exactly." 

" I wonder " Lady Banff began, and then stopped 

short. 

"My dear Millicent," observed the Duchess, "it's 
not the slightest use your wondering. I suppose Sir 
Henry Lorrimer has wondered himself silly over that 
point." 

Lady Banff's shoulders shook with suppressed 
laughter. Louisa, she thought, had her own way of 
putting things. But the Duchess of Cheshire looked 
very serious indeed, and it was evident had not the 
least intention of treating the matter lightly. 

"I don't believe she knows how unhappy she is 
making Rachel," she continued. " People often don't 
think, you know. If they did, life wouldn't become so 
complicated. They just let themselves drift into 
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things, and suddenly they find they have drifted into — 
what shall I say ? — into a cul-de-sac. Of course, Ronald 
goes to Berkeley Square to sympathise; and when a 
man sympathises with somebody else's wife in the 
drawing-room while the husband is being nursed up- 
stairs, he may drift into anything. You needn't laugh, 
Millicent. I'm dreadfully worried about it all." 

" If I were you," said Lady Banff, " I should give 
Rachel a hint not to allow her husband to see that she 
is unhappy. Nothing bores a man more than that 
kind of thing. He puts it down to jealousy. It only 
makes him seek the society of the other woman for — 
sympathy." 

"It is very hard upon Rachel," the Duchess said; 
" all the harder because she believes that it was Lady 
Lorrimer who prevented Ronald from proposing to her 
last year. Naturally, she has never said so to me, but 
I know that she suspects it. Of course the gossip 
about them must have reached her ears, and she dis- 
likes Lady Lorrimer accordingly." 

" And yet she and Mr. Latimer went to Chillingley," 
observed Lady Banff. 

" I know ; it was amazing. But Rachel told me that 
Sir Henry was so insistent that she felt she could not 
refuse the invitation without her refusal appearing very 
marked. What his object could have been I can't 
imagine. One would have thought he would be the 
last person to encourage Ronald to come to his house, 
under the circumstances. I have sometimes wondered 
if he wished to encourage it," she concluded. 

" Good Heavens 1 " exclaimed Lady Banff, " I never 
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thought of that. Really, for an unworldly woman, you 
display remarkable penetration 1 " 

The Duchess nodded her head. " I have sometimes 
thought it," she repeated. "His wife's— er — un- 
responsiveness may have ended by exasperating him. 
It must certainly have been terribly annoying for him. 
After all, he is not such an old man, you know, and — 
well really, Millicent, we needn't go into that 
question " 

" I am not going into it," interrupted Lady Banff. 
"You are too quaint, Louisa " 

"And I daresay he couldn't stand it any longer," 
pursued the Duchess imperturbably ; "and in a fit of 
desperation thought he would make it easier for his 
wife to compromise herself." 

Lady Banff threw her a look that was almost 
admiring. 

" In order to have a case against her," she remarked. 
" Really, Louisa, you are very acute, and I shouldn't 
the least wonder if you are right." 

" I remember something very similar," the Duchess 
observed, " and so do you. The Teesdales," she added, 
alluding to a scandal that some years previously had 
caused society to affect an access of virtuous 
indignation. 

"Of course; I remember now. It is all very un- 
pleasant, and, as you say, may lead to serious compli- 
cations. I don't wonder you are worried about it. 
That is the worst of making up a marriage. Things 
so often turn out wrong, and then one reproaches 
oneself." 
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The Duchess was silent. She felt that her friend 
need not have re-echoed her own thoughts. 

Presently she sat up in her chair with some energy. 
"I won't allow it to go on," she said, after a pause. 
" I believe you were quite right, Millicent, and I shall 
give Lady Lorrimer a hint as to the unhappiness she is 
causing." 

Lady Banff opened her eyes somewhat wider than 
usual. " How in the world shall you do it ? " she asked 
a little uneasily, knowing the directness with which the 
Duchess's hints were apt to be delivered. 

" I haven't a notion ; but I shall do it," replied the 
Duchess resolutely — " that is to say," she added, " if I 
see that Eachel continues to be unhappy, and Eonald 
does not behave sensibly. Ah 1 " as a dull rumble of 
wheels and the beating of horses' hoofs on the flag- 
stones came from the courtyard over which her sitting- 
room looked, " there are the carriages coming back. I 
must go down and give all these people tea, and relieve 
Augustus. He has taken them to see the Eoman Wall, 
you know — a hateful thing, but it is a way of getting 
rid of people for the afternoon. I often feel grateful to 
Hadrian, but now I believe they declare he didn't 
build it." 

Lady Banff laughed. " How interested Mrs. Sinclair 
will have been ! " 

" Oh, my dear ! " exclaimed the Duchess. " Did you 
hear her at luncheon ? She was talking about some- 
body's trousseau, and how Madame Something-or-other 
at Paris had supplied ' the most delicious nighties ' — as 
she called them. What insufferable imbeciles some of 
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these would-be smart women are ! Thank God, I'm 
not smart ! Fortunately Augustus didn't hear her, for 
he would have been certain to ask what a ' nightie ' 
was; and even I had to think what she meant, you 
know." 



CHAPTEB XV 

The middle of February had come, and with it a spell 
of mild, almost spring-like weather. In the parks the 
buds were swelling, and the snowdrops had come into 
bloom, while crocus and hyacinth were beginning to 
thrust themselves above ground in the flower-beds 
between Stanhope Gate and the Marble Arch. 

London, or rather the West End of London, was 
emptier than at any time since the beginning of 
November, notwithstanding the fact that Parliament 
was again sitting ; for the comfortable, intimate winter 
weeks, with their dinners and play-parties, which of 
recent years have so largely taken the place of the old- 
fashioned London "season," were over, and society 
had scattered in search of Southern sunshine. 

In Berkeley Square the majority of the houses were 
closed, that owned by Sir Henry Lorrimer being, 
indeed, almost the only one on the west side of the 
Square to show signs of life. 

As a matter of fact, since he had been brought from 

Chillingley, Sir Henry Lorrimer had never moved 

from a bedroom which had been specially arranged for 

him on the ground-floor, except to be wheeled into his 

m 
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study adjoining it, where his doctors allowed him to 
pass a certain number of hours in the day. 

There was no doubt that Edmund Vane had been 
perfectly right when he declared that Sir Henry's un- 
consciousness after his accident was produced by other 
causes than the wounds he had received. These, how- 
ever, had proved to be serious enough, inasmuch as 
a pellet had completely destroyed the sight of one eye, 
and the great oculist who had been called in held out 
but little hopes of saving the sight of the other. 

The responsibility for the accident had lain, as all 
the world was speedily aware, with Sir Henry Lorrimer 
himself. One of the " stops " posted within the park 
at Chillingley deposed to having seen Sir Henry walk- 
ing across to the end of the covert which was being 
shot, with the evident intention of joining the shooters, 
and declared that he had warned him to be careful how 
he showed himself above the bank beneath which Mr. 
Ellerton was stationed. Sir Henry, it was clear, had 
either ignored or forgotten the man's advice, for he had 
emerged on the top of the wooded bank, about thirty 
yards in front of Mr. Ellerton, at the very instant when 
the latter had fired at a woodcock which was just drop- 
ping behind it. The unlucky author of the mishap had 
been unanimously absolved from all blame, and had 
received almost as much sympathy as Sir Henry 
Lorrimer himself; for, althS conscious of being 
wholly irresponsible for the accident, Mr. Ellerton 
had taken it much to heart. 

The newspapers, and the world generally, had com- 
mented only upon the sad fate of total blindness which 
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seemed to threaten the head of the house of Lorrimer 
& Co. It was very soon whispered, however, in that 
inner circle of society that knows many things either 
unknown to or prudently ignored by editors, that Sir 
Henry Lorrimer was threatened by the loss of some- 
thing more precious even than his eyesight, and that 
his mental condition was anything but satisfactory. 
It was rumoured that another by-election must very 
shortly take place in the North of England, and people 
began to speculate as to whether the Unionist party 
would succeed in keeping the seat which Sir Henry 
Lorrimer had wrested from the Eadicals. The prob- 
able disappearance of the member for a division of a 
northern county from the House of Commons was, 
however, a matter of very secondary importance to 
the world at large. 

Mr. Westbury Jones could have told anybody who 
thought it worth while to ask him that the interest of 
society was centred not in what might or might not 
happen to Sir Henry Lorrimer, but in what might or 
might not happen to his wife. 

Katherine Lorrimer had certainly received no sym- 
pathy concerning the accident that had befallen her 
husband, and yet it would be but fair upon her 
acquaintances to say that she had never courted it. 

Nobody could accuse her of amusing herself in the 
world while her husband was lying in a semi-darkened 
room at home. It had been always understood that 
she was bored by her husband, and many people had 
looked askance at her in consequence. As the Duchess 
of Cheshire had once observed to somebody who was 

14 
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discussing Lady Lorrimer's marital shortcomings — 
nobody found fault with Loo Blarney, who was 
getting on for seventy, and went about hinting to be 
asked to dinner, declaring that she found old Mr. 
Blarney so tiresome to dine with tett-h-tite. But then 
the Duchess detested Lady Louisa Blarney, who, she 
was wont to assert, clung to the skirts or the coat-tails 
of celebrities in the artistic and literary world, and 
used them as a cheap advertisement for her parties. 

It was not surprising, perhaps, that commiseration 
for Sir Henry Lorrimer should rapidly have given 
place to curiosity as to what line of conduct his wife 
would pursue. Some people wondered whether 
Eonald Latimer were not now regretting his marriage. 
Others, more cynically minded, shrugged their 
shoulders and quoted the dying words of the consort 
of King George II., of blessed memory. 

In the meantime Katherine Lorrimer remained in 
Berkeley Square, seeing nobody but her mother and a 
few intimate friends, among whom, as everybody knew, 
was Mr. Latimer. 

The first few weeks that followed Sir Henry Lorri- 
mer's accident had been full of embarrassment for the 
doctors and the nurse, who alone were admitted to his 
room. His first word when he had recovered con- 
sciousness after his seizure had been his wife's name ; 
and his next, thickly and brokenly uttered, an oath, 
and a demand that she should not be allowed to 
approach him. 

The doctors pointed out to Lady Lorrimer that, as 
absolute quiet was necessary for their patient, her 
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presence might excite him; and they fancied they 
detected an expression of relief on her face as she 
listened to them. 

For some time — indeed until it had been considered 
safe to move him up to London — Katherine had never 
seen her husband. 

Whenever she questioned the doctor or the nurse it 
was to receive the same answer. Her presence in his 
room would excite Sir Henry Lorrimer, and all agita- 
tion must be avoided. The exclusion had not dis- 
tressed her. In a certain sense it had been, as the 
great London specialist who had been summoned to 
Chillingley had more than suspected, a relief to her. 
Had Sir Henry insisted upon her presence, she would 
have nursed him to the best of her ability ; but, as the 
doctors had forbidden her even to see him, there was 
no more to be said or done. 

It was not until they had been in Berkeley Square 
some few days that Sir Henry Lorrimer's mood changed. 
From having displayed a feverish determination not 
to see his wife, he now evinced not only an equally 
feverish desire for her presence, but also an irritable 
insistence that she should be perpetually in his room. 

Katherine did not attempt to avoid what she felt to 
be her duty. Her husband's life, so she was assured by 
the doctors, was in no immediate danger. Unless he 
were exposed to any nervous shock, which might bring 
about a second and more severe seizure than that from 
which he was already slowly recovering, there was no 
reason why he should not live for many years. 

The eyesight, however, wa3 another matter, and 
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Katherine had been warned that it was more than 
probable that Sir Henry must become totally blind. 

It was after hearing this final opinion of the oculist 
that Lady Lorrimer, on learning that her husband now 
appeared to be anxious for her presence, had insisted 
upon taking her natural place in the sick-room. Some- 
what to the astonishment of the doctors and of the 
professional nurse, who had formed other ideas about 
her, she devoted herself to ministering to Sir Henry's 
wants, so far as she could do so without interference 
with the nurse's prerogatives. 

As the days went on, the nurse's surprise gave way 
to something like admiration for Katherine' s tact and 
patience. Sir Henry Lorrimer was an irritable 
patient. He had never known what it was to have a 
day's illness since his childhood, and now that the first 
effects of his accident, and of the cerebral disturbances 
which had immediately followed it, had passed away, 
the unaccustomed inaction considerably increased his 
nervous irritability. 

Certainly nobody but his wife could realise the 
change which seemed to have come over his whole 
nature ; for, from the placid, even-tempered man who 
had wearied her with his eternal efforts to please and 
propitiate her, and with his irrepressible attempts to 
arouse in her something of his own love, Sir Henry 
Lorrimer had become suspicious and exacting, and 
subject to outbursts of irritability which sometimes 
almost approached violence. 

The nurse had been a witness to one of these out* 
bursts, which had occurred, indeed, <?n the first day 
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that Katherine was permitted to enter her husband's 
room. She had been amazed at Lady Lorrimer's 
coolness and apparent indifference, bat nevertheless 
had felt sorry for her, and had suggested that it 
was useless to expose herself to such unpleasant 
scenes. 

"It is so different for us/' the woman explained. 
" We nurses never trouble ourselves about what our 
patients say when they are in that state of nervous 
excitement. We know that they are not themselves." 

Katherine looked at her composedly. 

" I do not trouble myself," she said quietly ; " I am 
quite aware that Sir Henry is not himself. He has 
not been himself for some little time. You need not 
be afraid of my saying anything that might further 
excite him." 

" It is for your own sake " began the nurse. 

"Pray do not concern yourself about me," inter- 
rupted Katherine coldly. "We have each of us our 
duty to do." 

" And that's just about what it is," Nurse Pitman 
had said to herself on several occasions afterwards. 
"There is no affection— only duty. Well, there are 
some ladies who don't remember that they have a duty 
to their husbands when their husbands are well, let 
alone when they're ill." 

But Nurse Pitman never ventured to sympathise a 
second time with Lady Lorrimer ; though, to do her 
justice, she bore her no ill-will for the snub she had 
received. 

Katherine had only spoken the truth when she said 
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she had been for some time aware that Sir Henry was 
not himself. At first the change in him had rather 
amused her than otherwise. She had attributed it to 
jealousy of Mr. Latimer, and, being fully conscious 
that at any rate so far as she was concerned, there were 
very little grounds for such a feeling, she had taken no 
trouble to allay it. By degrees, however, and notably 
since their arrival at Chillingley in the early autumn, 
the change in her husband's demeanour towards her 
had become so marked that she had been compelled to 
give it more serious consideration. He had grown 
strangely irritable, and occasionally the merest trifle 
seemed to upset him. Sometimes he would be silent 
and morose, and then suddenly burst out with some 
bitter remark which Eatherine instinctively felt to be 
levelled at her. 

She scarcely dared to confess to herself that the 
change was in some ways a welcome one — preferable, 
at least, to that amorous phase which apparently had 
at last worn itself out. 

Then had come the accident ; but the evening before 
it happened Sir Henry Lorrimer had completely lost 
control over himself, and had used language with 
regard to Ronald Latimer which, insulting as it was 
to the man who was beneath his roof, was still more 
insulting to his wife. 

Eatherine had not at first attempted to reason with 
him, but contented herself with reminding him that 
Mr. Latimer was at Chillingley by his wish, and that 
the pressing invitation to the Latimers had not pro- 
ceeded from her. The observation roused Sir Henry 
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to fury. In his passion he let fall expressions which 
completely mystified his wife, although they left no 
doubt in her mind that he suspected her of unfaithful- 
ness to him, and was convinced that she and Eonald 
were considerably more than mere friends. 

"You've pretended that love disgusts you," he said 
to her brutally, " but that hasn't prevented you from 
going to meet your lover in out-of-the-way places, like 
any servant-girl. But you forget, my lady — you sold 
yourself to me, and, by God 1 I'll keep to my bargain. 
But I'll have no damaged goods. I'm not intellectual, 
and all that sort of thing; but I reckon I'm clever 
enough to know that men like Latimer want some 
other exchange out of a good-looking woman than an 
exchange of ideas." 

Katherine had shrunk away from him in disgust 
when she heard this speech. Then she drew herself 
up haughtily. 

" I do not know what you mean," she said very 
coldly, "but you insult me, and you insult a man who 
is at this moment your guest. Perhaps you think 
I shall offer you explanations, but I have none to 
make. It is for you to explain why, if you suspect 
this thing, you ask Mr. Latimer intp your house. Do 
you wish to play the part of the accommodating 
husband ? I am infinitely obliged, but I can assure 
you that I do not require such a sacrifice, and — well, 
the part is scarcely a dignified one ! " 

Sir Henry Latimer laughed — an unpleasant laugh. 

" I asked Latimer," he said, " because I'm sorry for 
his wife ! I'm not going to have any scandal, and I 
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asked the Latimers here in order to stop people's 
tongues." 

Katherine's eyes flashed. " That is not true ! " she 
exclaimed. " You asked him because you hoped " 

She stopped abruptly, and a wave of hot colour 
passed over her face. 

Sir Henry laughed again. 

"I may play the part of the accommodating 
husband/' he said, " but not in the sense that would 
be most convenient to you. I won't have a scandal — 
but I won't keep damaged goods neither. Lorrimer & 
Co. can't afford to do that, my lady — so you'd best take 
the hint before it's too late." 

Katherine gazed at him steadily for a moment, and 
then without a word walked past him out of the 
room. Between that hour and the accident which 
occurred the following day not a syllable had passed 
between her and her husband, but Lady Lorrimer had 
speedily made up her mind as to the course she would 
pursue. 

Somebody had been making mischief — that was 
clear enough ; and Katherine instantly jumped at the 
conclusion that Eonald Latimer's relatives were 
responsible for the whole matter. She had never 
forgotten the fact that Lady Banff had been, as she 
supposed, the medium through whom the Duchess of 
Cheshire had first instilled into her husband's mind 
suspicions regarding her friendship with Mr. Latimer, 
and she had been determined that, say what they 
would, she would keep Eonald devoted to her. It 
should be purely a platonic devotion, of course, but 
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pride and a species of lofty self-reliance forbade her to 
suffer its interruption by busybodies. 

The change in her husband, however, both surprised 
and troubled her. And yet, at the same time, coarse, 
and almost brutal as his words had been, there was 
something that appealed to her more than all his 
former patient devotion had been able to do. Katherine 
found herself analysing this feeling, as a curious fact 
for which she was unable to find a satisfactory explan- 
ation. One thing was evident, Sir Henry's love for 
her was not dead. It had merely taken another form. 
The discovery annoyed her, but this altered phase of 
his passion did not wholly displease her. There was 
something rough and manly about it which even had a 
strange attraction for her. His insults had not hurt 
her much ; even that final sarcasm which he had 
hurled at her after he had been shot, in the presence 
of the men who were standing around them, had 
scarcely touched her. Perhaps the vulgarity of his 
language had jarred upon her more than the spirit 
which prompted that language. When she had shrunk 
away from him, she had been conscious that it was a 
certain commonness about her husband from which 
she was shrinking. She had never realised so fully as 
at that moment the difference of class that existed 
between them. 

On one point she had made up her mind, during the 
night that followed the scene which had taken place 
between her husband and herself, before that final 
dinner at Chillingley to which she had subsequently 
descended — a little more cold and stately in demeanour, 
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perhaps, but with never a trace of agitation on her 
beautiful, high-bred face. 

She would see just as much of Ronald Latimer as 
she chose, and by degrees her husband and those who 
had listened to silly gossip, and had attempted to make 
mischief between them, should learn how utterly they 
had misjudged her motives. She was convinced that 
she could be useful to Ronald — that it was she who 
could keep him up to the mark and spur his ambition 
until he should arrive at the topmost step of the political 
ladder. As to Ronald's wife — well, it was a mariage 
de convenance — he had as good as told her that more 
than once. Rachel Latimer could supply her husband's 
domestic felicity, but she, Katherine, would be his 
helpmate in his public life. 

The accident which had occurred to Sir Henry 
Lorrimer in the course of the next few hours had not 
altered her resolutions, although it had of necessity 
shocked and distressed her. Anything in the shape of 
suffering in others had always brought to the surface 
the finer qualities of Katherine's nature. In the 
presence of the sick and the ailing she would exhibit a 
tenderness which those who had not experienced it 
-would certainly not have suspected her to be possessed 
of. She had never, it is true, deliberately set herself 
to seek out the sick and the suffering, for illness was 
in itself a thing repugnant to her. But this did not 
prevent a very strong sympathy with its victims when 
chance brought her into contact with them. 

It had been, after all, largely, if not entirely due to 
Katherine Lavington's sympathy with her ailing 
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mother, and her desire to do all in her power to allay 
Mrs. Lavington's fears of being compelled to leave her 
alone and almost penniless in the world, that had 
caused her to accept Sir Henry Lorrimer as a 
husband. 



CHAPTER XVI 

" Augustus," said the Duchess of Cheshire, entering 
her husband's study one morning, " I want to speak 
to you." 

The Duke looked up from his correspondence. 

" I am very busy, my dear," he replied — " very busy 
indeed. If it's about the new schools, you had better 
talk to Fenton. He is coming to me at twelve o'clock, 
and you could see him afterwards. 

" It's not about the schools, and I don't want to talk 
to Mr. Fenton," returned the Duchess. " And as far 
as I can see, Augustus, you are only looking at illus- 
trated circulars, so you may just as well listen to me." 

The Duke pushed aside a price-list with a sigh. " I 
can give you a quarter of an hour, Louisa, just a 
quarter of an hour. As I say, Fenton is coming at 
twelve o'clock. You know that we are trying to buy 
up some of those wretched tenements in the town, in 
order to convert them into decent dwelling-houses. 
But Fenton tells me that the proprietors — all rack- 
renting scoundrels, you know — won't sell except at a 
ridiculous price." 

The Duchess's attention was diverted for a moment 
from the matter she had in hand. 

904 
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" Of course you'll have to pay a fancy price," she 
observed, " but it is worth a sacrifice, isn't it ? That 
street is a disgrace. I daresay lots of tourists think 
the whole town belongs to us, and go away confirmed 
Radicals or Socialists in consequence. I hope you will 
buy them up, Augustus, and build proper houses on 
their site. Of course, Mr. Fenton looks at it from a 
purely business point of view — and quite right too, as 
he is your Commissioner. But we have other points 
to consider." 

" Of course, my dear, of course ! That is my view 
also. But it's the principle of the thing that Fenton 
objects to. If I pay a fancy price for these hovels, 
other small landlords will allow their tenements to go 
to rack and ruin in the hope that I shall step in and 
buy them up at their own valuation." 

"Well," replied the Duchess, "there is plenty of 
money to buy them with. I hope you won't listen to 
Mr. Fenton in this instance, Augustus. I daresay it's 
a folly — in fact I'm quite sure it is, looked at from a 
practical standpoint. But I sometimes think that, 
notwithstanding what the clever people say, if we 
were all of us practical and business-like, there would 
be a great deal more ugliness and misery in the world 
than there is." 

" No doubt, Louisa, no doubt. I quite understand 
your way of looking at the matter. Indeed, it coin- 
cides with my own. I will try to overrule Fenton's 
objections. But, as he will be here very shortly, 
perhaps you will tell me what it is you wish to speak 
to me about." 
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The Duchess hesitated for a moment, as though not 
quite sore how best to open her subject. 

" I suppose/ 9 she said at length, " you could ask a 
favour of the Government, with some chance of being 
listened to.'* 

The Duke of Cheshire took up his glasses which 
were lying on the table beside them, and adjusted them 
on his nose with some deliberation. 

" My dear/' he answered, gazing at his wife through 
them, " I have long ago withdrawn from taking any 
part in political life, as you know. What is it you 
want — a living out of the Lord Chancellor for one of 
your friends, or what ? " 

The Duchess laughed a little nervously. 

" No," she said. " I have no pet parson to advance 
this time. My last recommendation was scarcely a 
success, if you remember." 

The Duke smiled grimly. He did remember very 
well. Louisa, yielding to the entreaties of a friend, 
had persuaded him to bestow one of the livings in his 
gift on a clergyman who had acted as holiday tutor to 
that lady's sons. The divine in question had turned 
out to be a reformed inebriate ; but, like many of his 
Anglican brethren in matters doctrinal, he ceased to be 
loyal to reformation principles. Scandal had been the 
result, followed by an unpleasant correspondence with 
the bishop of the diocese. 

" I am exceedingly glad to hear it," he said, drily. 

" The fact is," continued the Duchess, "that I got 
a letter this morning from Alice Peebles. She doesn't 
want it talked about just yet, but they are going to 
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resign and come home. His health is very unsatis- 
factory! she says, and a hot climate doesn't suit 
him." 

"Ah, Peebles," the Duke observed. "Going to 
resign, is he ? Not an easy man to replace. Well, my 
dear?" 

"Now, Augustus," said the Duchess, plunging 
boldly, " why shouldn't Bonald have the appointment?" 

"Eonald!" exclaimed her husband. "My dear 
Louisa ! " 

"Why not? He would do it admirably, and so 
would Rachel. I think it would be an excellent thing 
— for many reasons." 

" I should very much like to hear the reasons." 

The Duchess looked somewhat taken aback. 

"It would — well, it would widen his experience," 
she said. " In these days a man who is going in for 
a political career should see something of the empire 
he may some day be called upon to govern. Besides, 
Bonald, as I say, would make an excellent Governor- 
General, and having already been Under-Secretary he 
would know something about the country." 

" That does not follow," interposed the Duke. 

"It would follow in Ronald's case. Everybody 
knows how thorough he is in his work. And he has 
travelled in those parts, and written about — what is 
it ? — spheres of influence, you know — Russian influence 
— or was it German? I quite forget. Anyhow, he 
is looked upon as an authority, and I believe the 
appointment would be very popular with the country." 

" Upon my word, Louisa, you take very extraordinary 



208 LOVES PROXY 

ideas into your head ! Do you mean to say that you 
want me to suggest Ronald as a successor to Peebles? 11 

" Yes," replied the Duchess bluntly. " That is just 
what I do want. You never ask for anything, and you 
have done a great deal in the North. Besides, you 
have helped the Conservative party very materially. 
They could hardly refuse to listen to a suggestion of 
yours." 

" But, my dear Louisa, this is a very serious matter 
— a very serious matter indeed. Even granted that 
Ronald would be a suitable man for the post — and I 
do not say that he wouldn't be suitable — there are 
many other considerations to be dealt with. I could 
sound certain members of the Cabinet upon the 
subject, no doubt ; and it would not be like suggesting 
an unknown or untried man." 

" Exactly ! " exclaimed the Duchess eagerly. 

"I wish, Louisa, that you would not interrupt me. 
What was I saying? ah, yes— it would not be like 
suggesting an unknown man for so important an 
appointment. But there are other questions quite 
apart from Ronald's possible capacity as an adminis- 
trator." 

The Duchess sat down by one of the narrow 
lancet windows which commanded a view from the 
towers and battlemented walls encircling the keep at 
Brampton across the wide expanse of park to the 
western spurs of the Cheviots. She knew by long 
experience that when Augustus was fairly launched 
upon a subject it was wiser to let him "have 
his say/' as she expressed it. She had a good deal 
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to say herself and a good deal to ask for, and it 
was just as well that Augustus should get through 
his objections before she propounded her whole scheme 
to him. The true motive of this scheme, however, 
she intended to keep to herself. 

"In the first place," proceeded the Duke of Cheshire, 
" I think it quite probable that the Government would 
not care to lose Ronald's services in the House of 
Commons. You must remember that it would mean 
his withdrawal from political life for five years. In 
the next place, Peebles is a peer and a rich man. 
Ronald is neither the one nor the other. Then, 
again, he is very young, and there are many men 
who would consider themselves to have a prior claim, 
and whom the country might consider to have a 
prior claim. I am only mentioning a few of the 
objections that at once present themselves to my 
mind, Louisa." 

The Duke stopped, and cleared his throat as he 
looked at his wife under the rims of his reading 
spectacles, which he had pushed up to his forehead 
while speaking. 

"And I quite see the force of them," said the 
Duchess diplomatically. "But let us look at the 
other side of the question. Five years, at Ronald's 
age, are not a very serious consideration. He could 
return to political life in this country at the end of 
them, and be certain of a place in the Cabinet 
whenever the Unionists were in office." 

The Duke shook his head. " A man does not always 
find it so easy to pick up the threads again when he 

15 
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comes back to England/ 9 he said. "Others come to 
the front daring his absence, and he finds that he has 
lost touch with his party." 

" At any rate he doesn't have the chance of breaking 
the threads for himself/' the Duchess thought. 

" But this is one of the least of my objections/' con- 
tinued the Duke. " Nobody," he added, " who has not 
got a large income of his own could succeed Peebles ; 
and nowadays our dependencies expect that peers 
should be sent to govern them. I don't see how you 
propose to get over the fact that, so far as income goes, 
Ronald is largely dependent on what we did for him 
when he married. Of course there would be the salary ; 
but that is not sufficient to allow of a man doing all 
that is expected of him unless he has private means. 
And after the way Peebles has done things during his 
term of office, his successor will find it more than ever 
insufficient." 

" I believe it would be a splendid thing for Ronald," 
insisted the Duchess. " The peerage would come of 
itself in due course, I suppose, and as to the income — 
well, we have nobody to save for, Augustus; and if 
you gave Ronald a few more thousands a year it would 
only be anticipating things a little, would it not? " 

" God bless my soul, Louisa, you absolutely bewilder 
me!" 

" I'm sure I hope He will," the Duchess said 
stolidly, " but I don't see anything bewildering about 
my proposition. Everybody regards Ronald as likely to 
inherit a great deal from us, and I believe that if you 
even suggested that he should have Lord Peebles's 
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appointment it would be offered to him. Of course, a 
hint from you would be quite sufficient to make it 
clear that there would be no difficulty about private 
means " 

"One moment, Louisa," interrupted the Duke. 
" May I ask if this is your own idea, or has it been 
suggested to you?" 

" Oh dear, no ! " the Duchess replied hastily. " It is 
my own plan entirely. Until I got Alice Peeble's 
letter I had no idea they were thinking of coming 
home. Even as it is, nothing is settled about the 
resignation, and she swears me to secrecy. All the 
same, I'm very glad to have heard that it's on the 
ca— on the tapis, you know, for it gives us plenty of 
time to think it over, and to approach the right people 
quietly." 

"You have not approached Ronald, I conclude?" 
the Duke asked suddenly, " so you don't know what 
his views may be. He might object to expatriation for 
five years, and think it might interfere with his career 
at home." 

"Of course I haven't written anything to Ronald 
about it, and I have not the slightest intention of ever 
mentioning it to him. He would suspect— I mean," 
added the Duchess, pulling herself up hastily, " he 
would not like to think that we had moved in the 
matter. My idea would be not to say a word about it 
to him until the offer had been actually made. He 
couldn't refuse it without consulting us. I hope 
you will think over it, for upon my word, I believe 
it would be m excellent thing for both of them. 
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Rachel is very delicate, you know, and a warm climate 
would be sure to suit her. Besides, Augustus, as yet 
there are no signs of — well, of what one might reason- 
ably expect there would be, you know — and a warm 

climate Yes, Andrews, what is it ? " she added, 

as a servant came into the room. 

" Mr. Fenton is waiting in the office, your Grace." 

"Ah, Mr. Fenton; tell him I will be with him 
directly," said the Duke. " Well, my dear Louisa," 
he continued, after the man had shut the door, " this 
requires consideration, serious consideration. Of course, 
I might move in the matter without, I should hope, 
being supposed to be presuming upon — h'm, well — 
upon what I happen to be. After all, I have never 
asked for anything, probably because I have never had 
anybody for whom to ask." 

The Duchess glanced at him sharply, and then she 
sighed. She fancied that she detected a tinge of 
sadness in her husband's voice as he spoke these last 
words. She would have liked to tell him everything — 
to explain why she had jumped at any scheme which 
should take the two beings who stood to her in the 
place of children of her own away from England for a 
period, and from an influence which she believed 
threatened to ruin both their lives. But there were 
certain subjects which it was wiser not to discuss with 
Augustus, and the Duchess knew that if she intended 
to gain her end she must accustom him to the idea of 
using whatever influence he might possess in Eonald 
Latimer's favour. 

On the whole, he had taken her suggestions better 
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than she had dared to hope would be the case ; and she 
felt convinced that she had only to keep Augustus up 
to the mark, and in a short time she would be able to 
put it to the test whether ambition, or his apparent 
infatuation for Lady Lorrimer were to be the stronger 
influence in Ronald's career. 



CHAPTER XVII 

Sib Henry Lobbimeb's study was in semi-darkness, 
although a white March sun was shining on the plane- 
trees in Berkeley Square, and the air was warm with 
the oppressive warmth that occasionally characterises a 
day in early spring. Sir Henry himself sat in an arm- 
chair with his back turned to the dim light which came 
through the green Venetian shutters that had been 
carefully closed outside the open windows. An 
incessant chirping of sparrows busily engaged in 
choking up the waterspouts with the building of their 
nests, and the cries of men hawking flowering plants in 
the neighbouring mews, seemed to strike an incongruous 
note in the stillness of the room. But its occupant did 
not appear to be troubled by the sounds from the 
world outside. He sat with his hands resting idly on 
his knees, gazing, apparently, with one unbandaged 
eye at the portrait hanging over the fireplace. 

" A few days ago I could distinguish the colour of 
the roses/ ' he said. " Now I can see nothing but 
mist, mist, and dark places where the roses used 
to be." 

He spoke aloud, and the sound of the words in the 
empty room had a strange effect, of which the speaker 
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seemed suddenly to become conscious ; for he raised 
himself in his chair and listened suspiciously. 

" My own voice ! " he muttered, and then he laughed 
to himself, a short, bitter laugh. 

He moved his hands restlessly, and then, with an 
uncertain groping action, stretched one of them towards 
a little table standing near his chair. Presently he 
touched something soft and silky, and drew it towards 
him. It was a piece of embroidery belonging to his 
wife. She had left it there that morning, and had 
worked at it as she sat with him. 

" God ! " he murmured to himself. " It would have 
been more merciful if I had been shot dead. But to 
lose my sight — to be blind — a useless log — oh, my God ! " 

He passed his hands over the glossy surface of the 
piece of work, and then held it close to his face. 
" Grey — all grey," he muttered, and flung it from him 
with something like a sob. 

The door at the further end of the room opened 
gently, and his ears caught the sound instantly. 

" Who is that ? " he asked quickly. 

" It is I, Katherine," and his wife came forward and 
stood beside his chair. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer turned abruptly away from her. 

" Are you not going out ? " he said. " They tell me 
that it is a fine day — that the sun is shining. Or, 
perhaps, you are expecting visitors. Why do you 
come here?" 

" Why should I not ? " replied Katherine quietly. 

Sir Henry did not answer. His hands moved rest- 
lessly again. They touched a book lying on the table, 
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and almost mechanically he took the volume up and 
opened it as though about to read. 

Katherine drew a sharp breath. " Ah, don't — 
don't ! " she exclaimed. 

Sir Henry turned towards her. " I — forgot," he 
said. "Can you not let me forget, sometimes?" he 
added impatiently. 

Katherine was silent for a moment. 

41 Will you not let me read to you? " she said gently. 
"I am not going out this afternoon. There is the 
debate in the House last night about the War Office — 
that might interest you, I think." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer shook his head. " Have you 
seen Randal to-day? " he asked presently. 

" I have seen him — yes," replied Katherine. " He 
has nothing fresh to say," she added. " You know that 
you are doing as well, better, indeed, than he thought 
possible, and " 

" I don't care about the improvement in my health," 
interrupted Sir Henry. " I know that I am getting 
well so far as that is concerned. But if only my sight 
could be preserved— that I had not to feel I was getting 
well only to be blind ! " 

" You must not lose hope even about your sight," 
said Katherine. She had only told her husband the 
truth when she assured him of the doctor's satisfaction 
with the progress he had made towards recovery from 
his seizure. As a matter of fact, Sir Henry Lorrimer 
was in ignorance that he had ever had anything in the 
nature of an apoplectic stroke. He believed the un- 
consciousness which had overtaken him, together with 
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the loss of sensation and power of motion in one arm, 
to have been the direct result of his accident, and the 
doctors had been careful not to undeceive him. For 
some little time it had been evident that Sir Henry's 
brain was affected, but by degrees the intense mental 
irritability and nervous excitement which had caused 
his attendants so much uneasiness had subsided ; the 
power to use his arm had come back, and, as Katherine 
said, his progress had been more rapid than the doctors 
had believed could be the case. 

The eyesight, however, was another matter. From 
the first there had seemed to be but little hope of saving 
the sight of the eye that had not been instantly 
destroyed, and in the course of the last few days it had 
been impossible any longer to keep the truth from Sir 
Henry's knowledge. 

Katherine had dreaded the effect that the knowledge 
of the fate threatening him might have on her husband. 
From the moment of learning it, however, he seemed 
to become calmer, and his outbursts of impatience and 
irritability with his wife had occurred far less frequently 
than before. When Katherine was in the room he 
would sit silent, scarcely answering the questions that 
from time to time she would ask in the hope of divert- 
ing his thoughts. Sometimes she wondered whether 
he had not grown entirely indifferent to her presence. 
Certain it was that the old love for her was dead ; and, 
seeing her husband maimed and helpless, silently 
bearing the burden of an affliction from which he 
knew now that he could scarcely escape, a great pity 
for him began to stir in her heart. 
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If his love was dead, who but she had killed it ? 

The remembrance of that love sent a shiver of 
repugnance through her. But still, seeing him thus, 
she wished she could have schooled herself to endure 
it. At least something would have been left to him, 
something that would have lightened that dread dark- 
ness which was descending upon him with such 
relentless cruelty. 

" It will be gradual/' the oculists had told her, " but, 
unless we are greatly mistaken, Sir Henry must become 
totally blind. 

And since the day when he had learned that it was 
useless to buoy himself up with hopes which could 
scarcely fail to be unrealised, she had never heard a 
word of complaint from Sir Henry's lips. He had 
never before said as much in her presence as when he 
had confessed, only a few moments ago, that he would 
willingly have endured bad health could his sight be 
preserved to him. 

But Katherine knew that complaint deep and bitter 
must be there. She had more than once come softly 
into his room and overheard broken sentences fall from 
his lips, as she thought she had overheard that after- 
noon. Gradually it had been borne in upon her that her 
husband had determined to shut her out, as it were, 
from his trouble because he could not realise — could 
not understand — that, though she could not love, she 
could pity and sympathise. 

His indifference to her attempts to make him 
conscious of her sympathy, his evident intention not 
to admit to himself the possibility that she could enter 
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into his feelings, or share the blow that had fallen 
upon him, wounded her. Gould he understand 
nothing? she asked herself — nothing but one thing? 

Since the day when the famous oculist who had been 
specially summoned from Germany had pronounced 
himself as agreeing with the verdict of his English 
colleague, Sir Henry Lorrimer had altogether ceased 
from making the bitter allusions which had caused those 
around him to think that his brain was more seriously 
affected than was really the case, and the drift and true 
meaning of which his wife alone understood. Never- 
theless, Katherine was convinced that he was brooding 
over something in his mind — something to which, think 
it over as she might, she felt that she held no clue. 

She sat in silence, watching her husband. Pre- 
sently her glance fell upon her piece of embroidery 
lying on the floor, and she rose to pick it up. 

" Are you going ? " Sir Henry asked. 

" No — that is to say, unless you would prefer to be 
alone." 

Sir Henry did not reply for a moment. Then he 
said abruptly, " Did Latimer speak in the House last 
night ? " 

Katherine looked at him quickly. It was the first 
time that Mr. Latimer's name had been mentioned 
between them since that evening at Chillingley when 
she had left her husband's presence. 

" I do not know," she answered coldly. " I have 
not read the debate. I should think not, however. 
He has nothing to do with the War Office, you know. 
He called yesterday to enquire after you. I told you, 
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did I not ? But he said nothing about having to speak 
last night, though we were discussing the War Office 
question." 

Sir Henry laughed grimly. 

"Came to enquire about me, did he?" he said. 
" That was kind of him — devilish kind of him ! I 
suppose he didn't bring his wife?" 

"No," replied Lady Lorrimer, "he didn't. Men 
don't call with their wives, as a rule." 

She rose from her chair and walked to the fireplace, 
where she stood hesitating for a moment, underneath 
Carolus Duran's portrait of her. 

Suddenly she turned towards her husband. 

' 'Is there any reason why he shouldn't bring his 
wife?" she asked. 

Sir Henry shrugged his shoulders. 

" You had better ask Mrs. Latimer that question," 
he replied drily. 

Katherine came and stood beside his chair. 

" I ask it of you — not of Mrs. Latimer," she said 
quietly. " You have left me in no doubt as to what 
is in your mind. Who put it there, I do not know. 
You believe that Mr. Latimer is my lover. That night, 
the night before your accident, you accused me of 
leaving your house in order to meet him in out-of-the- 
way places. And yet I receive him in your house — 
now, at such a time as this — and I make no secret of 
receiving him, neither to you nor to the world. Do 
you give me credit for being utterly heartless ? " 

Sir Henry Lorrimer passed his hands over his eyes. 

" Heartless — no," he said slowly, " but indifferent. 



LOVES PROXY 221 

To do you justice you have never pretended to be 
anything else." 

" That is true/' said Katherine calmly. 

Again Sir Henry made an impatient gesture as if to 
tear something away from his face which prevented 
him from seeing that of his wife. 

" Yes," he exclaimed bitterly, " I do not forget that 
it is true ! and so, after all, I have no great cause to 
complain. I married you knowing that you did not 
love me ; and I was fool enough to believe that I could 
teach you what love meant — I, an old man ! I never 
stopped to consider that the lesson would be taught 
you by somebody else." 

Katherine laughed — an odd, strained laugh. 

" And you think that Mr. Latimer has taught me 
the lesson ! " 

" All London thinks so ! " said Sir Henry. " Do 
you suppose that I am the only person who can be 
kept in ignorance ? No, Katherine ; I may be blind, 
but I am not quite so blind as all that. However, as 
I say, I can do you justice. I do not forget the 
conditions you made when you married me, and you 
have never pretended to have any love for me. At 
least you have been honest in that." 

" Not for you, or for any man ! " exclaimed 
Katherine. " Certainly not for Mr. Latimer." 

Sir Henry did not appear to hear her. 

"Do you know why Latimer married?" he asked 
abruptly. "He married to stop people's tongues. 
Oh, not from any desire to shield your good name — 
do not flatter yourself as to that ! He married because 
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the Cheshires, upon whom he is dependent, wished 
him to marry — lest he should compromise himself 
with you. They were afraid I should make a scandal, 
and public scandals in which public men are involved 
are not convenient things." 

Katherine was silent. She knew that in this at 
least her husband was right; but that he should 
have guessed at the truth astonished her. That 
Lady Banff had been deputed by the Duchess of 
Cheshire to convey a warning to her through her 
husband she had never ceased to be convinced. 
But that hint, she had always thought, had been 
intended for her alone. It was inconceivable that 
the Duchess should have meant to make mischief 
between her husband and herself; or that he should 
have been able to put two and two together so un- 
erringly, unless something much more definite than 
Lady Banff's apparently ingenuous conversation re- 
garding the Cheshire's matrimonial projects for 
Bonald Latimer had reached his ears. 

" If you knew this," she said presently, " why did 
you insist on the Latimers coming to Chillingley? 
If you suspected it, even, do you think it was 
fair to Mrs. Latimer or to me? Perhaps you will 
remember that the invitation was not mine, and 
that you were angry with me because I did not 
endorse it very cordially. Did it never strike you 
what the world would say of you— if the world had 
already said so much of me?" 

She stopped and looked nervously at her husband, 
fearing lest her words might bring on one of those 
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fits of uncontrollable agitation from which he had 
been free of late. But Sir Henry appeared to be 
almost unnaturally calm. 

"I thought of it — yes," he said quietly, "and I 
asked the Latimers to Ghillingley in order to show 
Latimer's relatives that they needn't be afraid of 
me. 

" Do you mean to say " began Katherine, 

indignantly. 

Sir Henry got up from his chair and felt his way to 
the writing-table, passing his hands hesitatingly 
over the different objects upon it until he touched 
a leather despatch-box. Then he fumbled at a small 
bunch of keys hanging to his watch-chain and tried 
vainly to find the right one. 

" Let me do it," Katherine said quickly, forgetful of 
everything save the pain that the sight of his help- 
lessness caused her. He held the keys towards her 
without speaking, and she opened the box. 

"You will see a blue envelope among the papers," 
he said. "It is not closed, and inside it you will 
find two letters, addressed to me. They are num- 
bered one and two, respectively. Perhaps you will 
read them both." 

Katherine drew the letters from the envelope and 
looked at the handwriting on their covers. 

"I am to read them?" she repeated. 

" If you please. I do not ask you to do so aloud, 
however; I am sufficiently well acquainted with 
their contents." 

She opened the first letter and glanced over the few 
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lines it contained. Then, with an exclamation of 
disgust and contempt, she threw it on the table. 

"The next," said Sir Henry quietly; "perhaps you 
will read the next letter now." 

For a moment Katherine was about to refuse. She 
looked at her husband. He was standing gazing at 
her, and the thought that he could not see her struck 
her heart with a swift, keen stab of pain. She un- 
folded the second letter almost indifferently. He had 
kept the one she had just read and had said no word of 
it to her. Nothing else seemed to matter very much. 

She read this last paper through to the end. It was 
longer than the other ; and as she read, the look of 
scorn passed from her face. 

" So, " she said, in a low voice, " this is how you 
knew " 

"Yes, that is how I knew," repeated Sir Henry 
Lorrimer dully. 

Suddenly, with a swift motion, Katherine picked 
up the first letter from the table and looked from 
one to the other. 

"But they are unsigned — anonymous ! " she 
exclaimed. 

Sir Henry made a step forward and laid his hand 
upon her arm almost roughly. 

"Yes," he said. "Have you only just discovered 
that?" 

"I had not noticed it," Katherine replied coldly. 
"But it does not matter." 

"You had not noticed it? " re-echoed her husband. 
"Is that true, Katherine?" 
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"Why not? Signed or unsigned, the statement 
made in that first letter is a vile untruth. I have 
never met Mr. Latimer, and he has never met me, 
in any such way as is asserted hy your corre- 
spondent. Ah — wait! I remember that on one 
occasion last summer I was walking across Ken- 
sington Gardens to rejoin the carriage which I had 
sent to wait for me near the Albert Memorial. I 
met Mr. Latimer walking in the opposite direction, 
and we sat down and talked for a few minutes. 
But I do not know why I should defend myself 
against anonymous accusations," she added con- 
temptuously. "Had I realised at first that the 
letters were unsigned, I should not have taken 
the trouble to read them." 

Sir Henry tightened his grasp upon her arm. 

"And if they had been signed?" he asked. 

There was a curious ring in his voice, and 
Katherine looked at him, wondering what it might 
mean. It sounded almost like a note of relief, and of 
a great gladness. 

" If they had been signed," she replied, " it would 
have been very easy to go to the writer and make 
him, or her — I should rather conclude the writer is 
a woman — retract the calumny." 

Sir Henry drew a deep breath. " You are sure of 
that?" he said. 

"It is not worth while discussing the subject," 
returned Katherine. "At least," she added, "not 
so far as that first letter fs concerned, which accuses 
me of stealing out of your house to meet Mr. Latimer 
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— of acting, in short, as I think you once told me, like 
a servant-girl. As regards this second letter" — and 
she glanced at it again as she spoke — " even if the 
statements made in it he correct, I really do not see 
that they concern me, except indirectly. Your corre- 
spondent informs you that you must be a fool — the 
language is scarcely polite, is it ? — to have the 
Latimers in your house when the whole world 
knows that the Duke and Duchess of Cheshire hurried 
on Mr. Latimer's marriage to Miss Rachel Gray in 
order to break the liaison between him and your 
wife, and if possible to stop people from talking 
about it. You are advised to watch carefully, and 
the writer earnestly hopes that you will prove your- 
self a strong enough man to break down the intrigue 
by which you are surrounded— even if you have to 
resort to the law in order to enable you to do so ! " 

"And you have the — the effrontery to declare that 
such a letter only concerns you indirectly ? " exclaimed 
Sir Henry. He seemed struggling to remain calm, 
but Katherine could hear that his voice shook with 
a scarcely repressed anger. 

" Only indirectly, I think," she repeated tranquilly. 
"lam not responsible for the ideas of the Duke and 
Duchess of Cheshire ; and if Mr. Latimer has made a 
mariage de convenance, that is no affair of mine." 

"Except that you were the cause of his making 
it!" 

" I ? I think not. The cause of his making it were 
busybodies — ill-natured people like your anonymous 
correspondent. If you " She checked herself 
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abruptly, unwilling to utter the reproach that was 
on her lips. 

" The man is in love with you, and you know it," 
insisted Sir Henry. " His relations know it also." 

Katherine laughed, this time spontaneously. 

" Is he ? " she said. " You probably will not believe 
me when I say that if he is, he has never told me so ! " 

Sir Henry moved towards his armchair, and in 
doing so stumbled against the corner of a book-case. 
Katherine was at his side in a moment. "Let me 
help you," she said gently. " Give me your arm — so," 
and she led him to his seat. 

He sank back into the chair with an impatient sigh. 

" Katherine ! " he exclaimed. 

"Well?" 

" I wish to God that I understood you ! " 

Katherine smiled faintly. 

" It would no doubt save you a great deal of trouble 
if you did," she said. " But then," she added slowly, 
" I am never sure that I understand myself ! " 

"Perhaps," began Sir Henry almost timidly, "I 
have been troubling myself very unnecessarily, 
and " 

The door opened, and the nurse appeared with a 
tray. She drew back with an apology as she saw 
Katherine standing by her husband's chair. 

" I thought Sir Henry was alone," she said. " It is 
nearly five o'clock, and I have brought his tea." 

She crossed the room and deposited the tray on a 
little table, preparatory to wheeling it to her patient's 
eide. 
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Sir Henry looked up. " Katherine," he said. Then, 
receiving no reply, he added, " Where is Lady Lor- 
rimer, nurse ? — she was here just now." 

Nurse Pitman turned round from arranging her tray, 
and as she did so she saw the door close. 

" Lady Lorrimer has left the room, Sir Henry," she 
replied. 



CHAPTEB XVIII 

Katherinb was glad of the entry of Nurse Pitman 
into her husband's room. She had learned all she 
wanted to know; and more, indeed, than she had 
hoped for. She wished now to be alone, and to think 
over what she had discovered. 

As she passed through the drawing-rooms on her 
way to her own sitting-room which opened out of 
them, a couple of servants were arranging a tea- 
table. 

"lam not at home, if any one calls/' she said to one 
of the men, " not to anybody," she added. 

Once inside her sitting-room Katherine knew that 
she was safe from interruptions. 

To the observant, the particular room of any in- 
dividual is apt to reflect more or less accurately the 
characteristics of its occupant, and Lady Lorri- 
mer's was no exception to the general rule. It was 
comfortable, and even luxurious. The walls were 
hung with old, rose-coloured silk of a shade and 
texture reproduced in the curtains and on the cover- 
ings of the easy chairs. Cut-flowers and growing 
plants, among which lilies-of- the- valley preponderated, 
were lavishly distributed about the room, filling it with 
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a delicate, subtle odour. On the tables books and 
magazines, English and foreign, were scattered about. 
The books were not, as a rule, of fancy editions in 
smart bindings. Creations in white vellum tied up 
with ribbons of sage-green, in crushed morocco or 
in linen-covered boards, were conspicuous by their 
absence. No copy of " Marcus Aurelius Antoninus," 
of " AmiePs Journal," or even of the " Love Letters of 
an Englishwoman " lay in prominent positions among 
Lady Lorrimer's books — from all of which details the 
observant person might draw his or her deductions, 
and assume that neither platitudes, self-analysis, nor 
sentimentality particularly appealed to Sir Henry 
Lorrimer's wife. 

As the Duchess of Cheshire had said to Mrs. Lati- 
mer, Lady Lorrimer did not pose as an intellectual 
woman. Perhaps this was because fancy bindings did 
not interest her. 

Nevertheless, she had read on a fairly wide scale ; and, 
owing to the accident of her mother having been a good 
linguist, her reading had not been confined to English 
literature only. Beading, indeed, had been almost her 
only pastime during many years of her girlhood — years 
when Mrs. Lavington had scarcely known how she was 
going to pay her servants' wages, still less the salary of 
a governess for her daughter. Katherine Lorrimer had 
kept up the habit of reading after her marriage ; and, 
indeed, had no doubt considerably extended its field, 
though Mrs. Lavington had never occupied herself as 
to the possibility of that field being already too wide a 
one for a young girl to explore. 
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* The consequence was that Lady Lorrimer could talk, 
and talk well, when she found herself among congenial 
surroundings; and in such surroundings it soon be- 
came evident that her conversation was not merely an 
adroit literary or artistic jargon acquired at second- 
hand from some friendly " Soul." 

Since her marriage Katherine had found a greater 
companionship than ever in her books. She had never 
supposed that her husband was a well-educated man, 
though she knew him to be a clever man in his own 
way, possessed of that peculiar form of cleverness 
which has energy and persistency for its parents. It 
had surprised her, however, to find the average man or 
woman with whom she talked in society utterly unable 
to follow her in allusions which, it seemed to her, must 
be plain to anybody who was paying any heed to what 
was happening, or had happened in the world in which 
they were living. The vacant stare which would not 
seldom be directed at her when she made some appar- 
ently very simple observation, the obvious incapacity 
to maintain any conversation except within the strict 
limits of an insularity which seemed to be moral as 
well as merely geographical, had puzzled her when 
she first made her appearance in the London world. 
It had been a pleasant exception to find herself among 
people who were ready to take up her subjects when 
she launched them, instead of answering her by a look 
of perplexity, or by a rapid change of topic. 

Lady Lorrimer had never been admitted into the 
self-styled intellectual set in the particular phase of 
London society in which she and her husband found 
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themselves* Possibly the reason for this lay in a 
mutual lack of appreciation. Vanity not unfrequently 
supplants a sense of humour in that intellectual com- 
pany which the unintellectual have persisted in dub- 
bing "souls"; nevertheless, more than one of its 
members had entertained uncomfortable suspicions 
that Lady Lorrimer was laughing in her sleeve at his 
or her intellectual intensity, and at the obviously 
material accidents which would be indiscreet enough 
sometimes to show themselves through its veil. 

As a matter of fact, Katherine had not the slightest 
wish to be considered .clever, or, at any rate, to form 
one of a clique devoted to the cult of mutual admira- 
tion. She had very soon realised that Sir Henry 
Lorrimer did not intend to be anything more than a 
silent member in the House of Commons, nor could 
she blame him for this. 

He was, as many people had assured her, " a good 
man on a platform." They did not think it necessary 
to add that Sir Henry Lorrimer was not one of those 
speakers who could adapt themselves to the difference 
of level between a provincial platform and the floof of 
the House ; but Katherine scarcely required to be told 
this. 

She poured herself out a cup of tea and took it with 
her into her sitting-room. Then she sat down to think. 
The fact that anonymous letters had been sent to her 
husband practically accusing her of unfaithfulness to 
him scarcely annoyed her; and, like Sir Henry, she 
felt little or no interest in their authorship. What did 
annoy her was that her husband should have kept the 
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letters, and have brooded over them, without ever 
having mentioned them to her. Even now she did 
not know whether he believed her repudiation of the 
charge they contained. Of course they had been 
written by some woman who was jealous of the 
attention Ronald Latimer paid her. There was more 
than one woman she could think of who, she happened 
to know, had spared no pains to obtain Mr. Latimer as 
a kindred soul, and who had consequently resented 
her monopoly of him. Ronald and she had laughed 
together more than once at the way in which he had 
broken through the meshes of the intellectual nets 
spread for him. But that her husband should during 
all these weeks have tacitly taken it for granted that 
she was guilty of deceiving him, offended her pride. 
It was an assumption on his part that she was weak — 
frail, as any other woman might be frail. 

The thought angered her ; and suddenly Katherine 
fell to wondering why it should have any such effect. 
Hitherto she had been, if anything, amused at Sir 
Henry's growing jealousy of Mr. Latimer. It had 
never entered into her head to resent it, so confident 
had she been in herself and in her own nature. But 
the fact of her husband having had these letters so 
long in his possession made his jealousy appear in 
a different light to her, and scarcely so diverting a 
one. 

Probably each one of us has known what it is to feel 
that some unexpected and, perhaps, quite trivial 
incident has cast quite a different shade of colouring 
over our mental vision, causing us to stop short in our 
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path with the sudden, and generally humiliating, 
consciousness that we had not hitherto realised all 
that lay in its track. As Katherine, alone in her own 
sitting-room, pondered over the conversation she had 
just had with her husband, it suddenly flashed upon 
her that what she had regarded as in some degree 
humorous had been in point of fact pathetic. The 
ridiculous side of an elderly husband passionately in 
love with his young wife had always haunted her. She 
had shrunk from Sir Henry's too evident adoration of 
her as from something that she felt must in the eyes of 
the world have not a little of the comic in it. She 
knew how often it had been a dread of this possible ridi- 
cule that had made her treat her husband's endeavours 
to arouse in her something of his own passion more 
coldly than she might otherwise have done — to meet 
his patience with an impatience which she had not 
attempted to conceal. He had bored her — bored her 
ineffably with his demonstrativeness. Sometimes, too, 
he had disgusted her, and had made her hate herself 
and the beauty that he saw in her. 

She had often wondered if all men who made love to 
her would have the same effect upon her. She knew, 
indeed, that sometimes from a desire to make the 
experiment, and sometimes from a more natural wish 
to prove her own power, she had laid aside her habitual 
indifference and had wilfully and deliberately led men 
on — up to a certain point. But the point had 
invariably been very quickly reached ; and, at the first 
symptoms of awakening passion in the luckless object 
of her experiment, the usual physical or moral 
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revulsion — she scarcely knew to which category the 
sensation belonged — gained possession of her. Then 
she would take her victim, and metaphorically drop 
him into a cold bath — as she had dropped Ronald 
Latimer on more than one occasion. But what she 
had discovered that afternoon placed her husband's 
attitude in a light quite different from the one in which 
she had hitherto viewed it. She understood now 
much that had puzzled her as to the change in his 
manner towards her. She had never believed, some- 
how, that this change had been brought about by any 
diminution in his love for her. This was not a little 
inconsistent, considering that she had tried her best to 
bring about a diminution of it, and Katherine knew it 
to be inconsistent. The reflection annoyed her; 
because it brought in its train a second reflection 
which annoyed her still more. 

Was she so sure that, had she succeeded in killing 
Sir Henry's affection for her, she would have been 
wholly pleased with her success? 

After all, there had been something touching in his 
devotion to her. It was beginning to be clear to her 
now that neither her indifference nor her intolerance 
of his love had been able to shake his faith in its 
power eventually to arouse some answering love for 
him in her heart. It was not until he had in his 
hands what he doubtless believed to be the positive 
proof that she was capable of loving, though not 
capable of loving him, that he had lost his faith, and 
had changed in his manner and conduct towards her. 

By degrees, as these reflections passed through her 
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mind, Katherine felt less disposed to blame her 
husband for not having at once shown her the 
anonymous letters after he had received them. She 
believed that she could understand his motives for 
keeping their existence to himself, and even for 
having deliberately invited the Latimers to Chilling- 
ley after having received the first of the two missives. 
He had no doubt wished to give the lie to the stories 
that had evidently been circulated in the world con- 
cerning Ronald Latimer and herself by letting it be 
seen that he, her husband, had no objections to 
receiving into his house her supposed lover. 

This attitude, as Katherine was very well aware — for 
by this time she knew her world — would be absolutely 
misinterpreted. Its chivalry would most assuredly be 
unrealised and unrealisable by society, accustomed as 
society was to seeing husbands on the best of terms 
with their wives' lovers, from motives which not even 
the most charitable could pretend to regard as chival- 
rous. Katherine thought that she could understand 
now how deeply Sir Henry must have brooded over his 
imaginary wrongs — for imaginary, when all was said 
and done, they were, so far as any actual unfaithfulness 
towards him on her part was concerned. She could 
not but confess to herself that her husband might 
honestly believe that his anonymous correspondent 
wrote the truth, and that she had sinned against him, 
for she had never been at any pains to explain to him 
the true state of affairs between Ronald and herself. 
Indeed, she had sought at one time rather to increase 
than to allay his jealousy of Mr. Latimer, partly from 
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a mischievous desire to pay off a score which she felt 
she owed to the Gheshires and Lady Banff for their 
interference, and partly because she preferred her 
husband's jealous moods to his amatory ones. 

But, since the verdict of the oculists, compassion for 
him had gradually aroused that tenderness which sick- 
ness and suffering had always excited in her. The 
devotion which had at first wearied her, or from which 
she had shrunk out of an almost morbid fear of the 
ridicule it might cause, had latterly begun to touch her 
as it had never touched her before. 

Katherine did not attempt to analyse this feeling, or 
to explain it to herself ; but she was conscious that it 
was there. She knew that in her inmost heart she 
was glad of what had taken place that afternoon. She 
was glad that some ill-natured woman had written 
those letters ; glad that her husband had kept them 
for so long without speaking to her of them. It was 
true that her first impulse had been to upbraid him for 
being at once ready to believe even an anonymous 
accusation against her, without giving her the' 
opportunity either of denying it or of admitting its 
truth. Probably the consciousness of how egregiously 
her accuser had blundered enabled her on reflection to 
take a calmer and more dispassionate view of her 
husband's procedure with regard to the letters. In any 
case, she felt now that it had been these accusing 
letters which had finally succeeded in destroying his 
hopes that he could ever teach her, as he had declared 
that he would teach her, what love was. 

It was, as she now felt convinced, the shock of his 



238 LOVE'S PROXY 

supposed discovery that even if he had taught her part 
of the lesson, it was only for another and a younger 
man to reap the full benefit of her learning which 
had made him irritable, morose, and at times almost 
brutal ; and which had ultimately been the cause of 
the seizure that had immediately followed his 
accident. 

Katherine Lorrimer was conscious of a strange thrill 
of relief that it should be so. At least this was better 
than if her disdain for his affection had crushed it 
beyond all possibility of revival. 

At least she would not have to sit by and watch the 
darkness gradually but surely closing in upon him, 
knowing he could no longer believe that she could 
do aught to lighten its shadows. 



CHAPTEE XIX 

Easter fell very late that year, and consequently it 
was the beginning of May before people who had 
never done a day's work in their lives returned from 
their Easter holidays, and fashionable London began 
to fill again. 

In the last few weeks Sir Henry Lorrimer had 
improved considerably in bodily health — so much so, 
indeed, that a nurse was no longer necessary, and, had 
it not been for his almost total blindness, he would 
have been able to pursue his usual life. 

People were amazed, and, on the whole, edified at 
Lady Lorrimer's devotion to her husband. A certain 
number, to be sure, when her exemplary attitude was 
discussed, looked sceptical. Some even went so far 
as to say that, of all misfortunes, blindness was the 
most convenient that could have overtaken Sir Henry 
Lorrimer, and that he had shown remarkable tact 
and good taste in developing it in so opportune a 
manner. 

Lady Lorrimer's victoria could be seen almost daily 
in Hyde Park, with Sir Henry occupying one seat of it, 
a dark green shade over his eyes, and his wife by his 
side. People who had been asked to luncheon, or to 
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dine quietly with the Lorrimers in Berkeley Square, 
declared that it was touching to see the way in which 
Lady Lorrimer ministered to her husband's wants, and 
how he seemed to be as dependent upon her as though 
he were a little child. 

All this was very edifying, and quite as it should be. 
But, all the same, that vast majority which knows its 
neighbours' business so much better than they know it 
themselves was not satisfied. 

Parliament had scarcely reassembled after the 
Easter recess when the approaching retirement of 
Lord Peebles from his viceregal office began to be 
talked about. Those who were " by way of know- * 
ing," as the expression went, declared that the 
appointment had actually been offered to Ronald 
Latimer, and that he had declined it. 

The story had not, it was true, as yet reached the 
general public, for it was one of those things that are 
known and talked about only within a certain circle, 
and which even then are not discussed in the presence 
of the servants, or of others, like Lady Louisa Blarney, 
suspected of being occasional contributors to society 
journalism. 

In the meantime, while a certain portion of the 
London world was occupying itself not a little about 
her, Katherine Lorrimer lived her life calmly enough. 
Since he had shown her the anonymous letters Sir 
Henry had only once alluded to them, and that was 
to inform his wife that he intended to burn them. 

Katherine received the intelligence with apparent 
unconcern. 



LOVE'S PROXY 241 

" I wonder yon didn't burn them when yon received 
them," she observed tranquilly, and Sir Henry had no 
reply to make. 

It seemed to him that in the course of the last few 
weeks his wife's whole manner towards him had 
changed. Often when he was alone, with nothing 
but his own thoughts to occupy his mind, since 
from all else he was debarred, he would ask himself 
almost tremblingly whether it were possible that 
Katharine was beginning to care for him. She was 
so gentle, so tender sometimes. The old coldness, 
the indifferent, almost heartless, speeches which had 
occasionally wounded him to the quick, causing him 
to shrink within himself with a bitter sense of the 
folly he had committed in believing that he could 
ever win her love, seemed to have passed away for 
ever. 

Could it be? he would wonder to himself. Could 
such a thing possibly be? 

And then he would remember what he was — a 
stricken man, a man who must be led about like 
some helpless child. The absurdity of it all forced a 
laugh from him sometimes — a laugh that ended in 
something very like a sob. Of course it was absurd, 
a hopeless, cruel, damnable absurdity ! Katherine had 
never loved him, had barely even tolerated his love for 
her. And this — this other mood that had come to her. 
What could it be but compassion ? 

There were moments when his wife's tenderness 
hurt him more than her indifference had ever done, 
though that had hurt enough. It was a tenderness 
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born of pity, not of love, hence the sting of it, the 
wound it was surely a strange thing pity should be 
able to inflict! 

Women were like that, he supposed. They could 
be tender and pitiful when some outward and visible 
suffering met their eye. It was his helplessness that 
had appealed to Katherine, nothing else ; as the help- 
lessness of a crippled child or a wounded animal 
might appeal to her or to any woman. Often the 
thought angered him, with a bitter, impotent anger. 

There were moments — nay, hours — however, when 
the change in his wife's demeanour touched Sir Henry 
Lorrimer strangely, and made him forget all other 
thoughts. Even the old passionate longings to con- 
quer her love seemed to melt and merge themselves 
into a calmer condition of things — a mental and 
psychical condition in which love, as he had hitherto 
interpreted it, seemed to lose its proportion, to become 
from its very matorialness immaterial, and, as it were, 
to shrink into a secondary place. 

Gradually — so gradually that he had been scarcely 
conscious of the process — fresh fields seemed to unfold 
themselves before him, new pastures fairer and more 
peaceful than those among which it had once been his 
ideal to wander. 

As yet he could not realise that sympathy had 
unlocked their gates, and that where passion had 
been powerless to enter, love might yet walk. 

As soon as the weather in the North Country should 
become warm enough, the doctors had recommended 
Sir Henry to go down to Chillingley. He him- 
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self far preferred the idea of passing the summer 
quietly at home to going to some health resort on the 
Continent, which was the only alternative that offered 
itself. Moreover, his constituency had refused to listen 
to his offers of resignation for the present. So great 
had been the sympathy with him in his unlucky acci- 
dent that even his political opponents in the division 
had expressed their hope that he would not resign until 
it was a certainty that he could no longer attend to his 
Parliamentary duties. Nor had this attitude on the 
part of his Radical friends been adopted merely from 
a desire to postpone a contest to a more fitting oppor- 
tunity ; for, during the short time he had lived in the 
county, Sir Henry Lorrimer had made himself popular 
with all classes, and even with those whose political 
consciences might oblige them to vote against the 
party to which he belonged. 

He had recently, for the second time, addressed a 
letter to his committee regretting that his state of 
health did not warrant his continuing to represent 
the division of the county in the House of Commons, 
as he certainly could not be in his place that session. 
He had been begged, however, not to insist upon 
resigning, not only by his constituency, but also by 
the heads of his party, and a pair had been duly found 
for him. 

Katherine, also, had urged him not to resign, point- 
ing out that, even were the worst to happen, and his 
sight to be lost beyond recovery, more than one 
member of Parliament had been able to fulfil his 
duties under similar circumstances, and that it would 
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be ungracious to persist in his determination in the 
face of so much kindly remonstrance. 

Perhaps no success that he had ever met with in the 
course of his life had been a source of so much gratifi- 
cation to Sir Henry Lorrimer as this proof of his 
popularity in his adopted county. Certainly the 
genuine desire on his wife's part that he should not 
resign the seat pleased him more than he would have 
admitted, even to himself. It was the first time he 
had ever believed that Katherine took any interest in 
his political life. 

The Lorrimers had settled not to go to Chillingley 
until the end of May, by which time winter might 
possibly be over in the north of England. 

In Berkeley Square they had begun again to receive 
on a small scale. Sir Henry had at first shrunk from 
the ordeal of seeing even his more intimate friends in 
his present state, but Katherine had by degrees per- 
suaded him to appear at luncheon or dinner. She was 
very well aware that exaggerated rumours had been 
going about as to his mental condition, and knew that 
there was but one way of putting a stop to them, 
and of letting people see for themselves that her 
husband had completely recovered from his apoplectic 
seizure. 

She had not asked Eonald Latimer either to luncheon 
or dinner since Sir Henry had resumed his ordinary 
life. Nevertheless, this had not prevented her from 
receiving him more or less frequently in the afternoons, 
when he had called about tea-time. Latterly she had 
invariably told her husband of these visits, and he had 
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never again expressed any resentment at the fact of 
her receiving him. The subject of the letters had been 
tacitly dropped between them, and Katherine under- 
stood from Sir Henry's manner that he had no inten- 
tion of interfering with her friendship for Eonald. 
She was grateful to him for this attitude. His con- 
fidence touched her ; and, although he did not know it, 
increased the respect and admiration for him which had 
been steadily growing in her heart since his accident 
and its results. 

Katherine never had the slightest intention of giving 
up her friendship with Mr. Latimer. On the contrary, 
she believed it to be more than ever incumbent upon 
her to show the world that whatever might be said 
concerning that friendship was a matter of supreme 
indifference to her. She was conscious, also, that if 
any danger had once lurked in its path, recent events 
had completely removed it. She was more sure of 
herself than she had ever been. Eonald Latimer 
might lose his head, but, if he did, she would find it 
for him again, for his sake as much as for her own. 
But that she should allow herself to be carried away 
by any momentary temptation was more impossible 
than ever — for had she not now an extra safeguard in 
her husband's helplessness and in his restored con- 
fidence in her loyalty to him. 

Katherine was alone in her sitting-room in Berkeley 
Square one afternoon towards the middle of May. Sir 
Henry was at the Carlton Club, where he was now in 
the habit of going about five o'clock for an hour or so. 
It was a habit th$t bis wife encouraged, for it was 
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good for him, she thought, to return as much as was 
possible to his old life. A waiter would guide him to 
his accustomed seat, and his friends made a point of 
coming to talk to him, and of trying to take his mind 
off his own troubles by telling him any news, political 
and otherwise, that they could think of. 

That day a note from Mr. Latimer had been brought 
to Lady Lorrimer while she and Sir Henry were at 
luncheon. Eatherine read it, and then she read it 
aloud to her husband. It was a very brief note, merely 
saying that the writer had a piece of news which he 
thought might interest her, but that it was not as yet 
public property, so he hoped to be lucky enough to find 
her alone that afternoon about five o'clock. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer made no remark beyond 
announcing his intention of going to his club at the 
usual hour. 

" I wonder," observed Katherine, " what his news is. 
Perhaps," she added, "they are going to bring up a 
candidate against you after all, and Mr. Latimer may 
have heard of it." 

" That is hardly likely," replied Sir Henry. " My 
agent would have told me if it had been the case." 

Eatherine told her servants that she was not at 
home that afternoon except to Mr. Latimer. She said 
it in her husband's presence as the men were about to 
leave the dining-room at the conclusion of luncheon, 
and not a muscle in the faces of the well-trained 
domestics had as much as twitched. 

The clocks were actually striking five when the 
groom-of-the-chambers entered her sitting-room and 
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informed her that Mr. Latimer was waiting in the 
drawing-room. 

Katherine hesitated for a moment. Then she told 
the man to show Mr. Latimer into the sitting-room. 

A glance at Eonald Latimer's face as he came in 
told her that his news must be important. His 
countenance, usually pale, was flushed by an ill- 
repressed excitement, while his manner exhibited a 
certain nervousness very different from its habitual 
calmness and self-confidence which was so apt to irri- 
tate even those who admired his talents and liked 
him personally. 

Katherine held out her hand to him with an inquir- 
ing look. She was sitting in a low armchair beside a 
little table on which were a profusion of flowers and 
one or two books and magazines, while an open 
volume lay in her lap. As the servant closed the door 
behind him she motioned Eonald to a chair near her. 

" We shall not be disturbed,*' she said, " for I have 
told them to say 'not at home.' I gathered from 
your note that you did not wish to find me with 
visitors." 

" That was kind of you," Mr. Latimer replied. " No, 
I have a piece of news to tell you — two pieces of 
news, indeed ! — but, as I said in my note, they are 
not public property — yet. I have come to you hoping 
that you will help me to prevent them from ever 
becoming so. Of course a few people — official people 
— know them; but an inspired contradiction in the 
newspapers will always prevent the thing from being 
discussed by the public." 
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Katherine smiled. " If that is the case," she said, 
" why come to me ? The editor of the Times " 

" Do I not always come to you ? " 

" To assist you in deceiving the public? I did not 
know it," returned Lady Lorrimer. 

Ronald laughed in spite of himself. 

" I believe," he said, " that a libellous construction 
might be placed upon your remark. But, joking apart, 
I have come to you because — well, because I always 
come to you for advice — as you know very well." 

Katherine looked at him with one of her half-mock- 
ing, half-serious glances. 

" I have known you ask for my advice, certainly," 
she remarked, " but I think you do not often take it. 
But I am a very long-suffering person, I will give it 
you again, if you like. It is not a dear article." 

"lam not so sure of that ! " Ronald said in a low 
voice. " It may be dearer than you think " 

"lam waiting to hear your news, Mr. Latimer," 
interrupted Katherine. 

Ronald Latimer got up from his chair and leaned 
against the chimney-piece, shooting his cuffs out 
beyond the sleeves of his frock-coat as he did so, with 
a peculiar gesture well known in the House of 
Commons. He acquired the gesture in his Oxford 
days, and had found it useful at debates in the Union. 

" My news is this," he said, looking at Katherine 
curiously, " I have been offered the vacant Governor- 
Generalship. You know, of course, that Lord Peebles 
has resigned." 

Katherine Lorrimer clapped her hands together. 
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" You ! " she exclaimed. " But how delightful — I 
do congratulate you with all my heart, Mr. Latimer ! 
Ah, what it is to be a man — a successful man, too ! 
Have I not always told you that it only depended upon 
yourself and you would be Prime Minister some day ? 
And now, just as a little interlude, you are His 
Excellency the Viceroy — a crowned head in all but 
the crown !" 

She stopped, laughing, and, rising from her chair, 
swept him a deep curtsey. Then, catching sight of 
his face, her own grew serious. 

" But what is the matter ? " she continued. " You 
do not look as though you were pleased with your pro- 
spective dignity." 

And of a truth Ronald Latimer's face wore a clouded, 
almost sullen expression. 

" You are in a great hurry to get rid of me for five 
years," he said a little irritably. "It seems to me," 
he added, " that all my friends are delighted at the 
prospect, but I confess I expected you to take a 
different view." 

" Five years ! " re-echoed Katherine. " Of course, it 
means your going away for five years." 

" Precisely." 

" I did not think of that at the moment," continued 
Katherine. " But after all, what are five years, when 
one is young ? and five years of such a life — of ruling 
over masses of one's fellow-creatures ! Good Heavens, 
how I envy you ! " 

" Wait ! " exclaimed Ronald. " I told you that I 
had two pieces of news for you " 
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" Oh, the other is that they are going to make you a 
peer, I suppose — cela va sans dire ! " interrupted Lady 
Lorrimer carelessly. "There, I don't envy you; for 
when you come back to England you will have to go 
into the House of Lords. For anybody like you I 
should say that would be very annoying — and terribly 
dull. But still, you would always be in the Cabinet — 
in the drawing-room, so to speak — not merely rele- 
gated to the lumber-room — so it wouldn't signify. 
But what is the matter with you, Ronald — Mr. 
Latimer, I mean? Why don't you answer?" 

"I was not aware that you had asked me any 
question,", returned Mr. Latimer stiffly. 

"But of course I have asked you a question — 
dozens of questions ! " said Katherine hastily. " When 
shall you have to go out ? — at once? " 

"I am not going out," Ronald answered, "neither 
at once, nor later. I have refused. That is the second 
piece of news, which I had the folly to think might 
pi — might interest you ! " 

Apparently Katherine did not notice his change of 
terms. 

" You are not going ! " she repeated in amazement, 
"you have refused?" 

He looked at her sharply. The astonishment in her 
voice showed itself also on her countenance. It was 
evidently genuine enough — far too genuine to be grati- 
fying to the man who was gazing at her. 

" Yes," he said shortly, " I have refused. That 
seems to surprise you. And yet " 

He paused, looking at her always. 
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" Oh," exclaimed Katherine suddenly. " How stupid 
I am ! Of course I understand now." 

"You understand? Lady Lorrimer — Katherine " 

" I mean," she continued, " I understand why you 
could not accept. It was very stupid of me not to 
have guessed at once. Mr. Latimer," she added, 
"you must not be offended with me, but I always 
thought that the Cheshires would have made every- 
thing of that sort easy, you know. You have often 
explained to me how you were situated, and — well, 
I never thought that money could stand in the way. 
But, of course, nobody except a rich man could afford 
to take up such an appointment— I am quite aware of 
that. All the same, you must be very much gratified, 
are you not ? It is a great honour to be offered such a 
post, especially for a man of your age." 

Ronald Latimer left his position by the fireplace, 
and came and stood beside her chair. 

"Are you laughing at me?" he asked, in a low 
voice. "Is it possible that you do not know — that 
you cannot understand?" 

A curious look came into Katherine's eyes, and she 
drew herself up a little in her chair. 

" Apparently it is quite possible ! " she said. " I am 
very dense, I suppose, but unless money prevents you 
from accepting a post, to occupy which would be 
beyond the dreams of most men's ambition, I cannot 
imagine what could be your motive for refusing." 

For a moment or two Ronald Latimer appeared to 
be struggling to obtain the mastery over an excite- 
ment certainly very foreign to his nature. 
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" Listen!" he said at length. "Perhaps you will 
understand better when I tell you how, on this appoint- 
ment being offered to me, I was informed that the fact 
of my being a comparatively poor man need not stand 
in the way of my accepting it. It was made clear to 
me that it never would have been offered me had the 
Government not been aware that, in the event of my 
accepting it, ample means would be placed at my 
disposal to enable me not only properly to maintain 
the position, but also to keep up the peerage which 
would be conferred upon me previous to my taking up 
the post. Naturally there is but one person from whom 
the Government could have received such a guarantee. 

" And yet, knowing all this, you refused." 

" Yes, I refused." 

" And your refusal was accepted as final? " 

Ronald hesitated. "No — not altogether as final," 
he replied. " Peebles's resignation had not been form- 
ally announced. The Prime Minister has begged me 
to reconsider my refusal ; and, as I have said, the fact 
that I have been offered the appointment is as yet 
only known to people who are not likely to talk about 
it in the world." 

Katherine looked at him with astonishment. 

" Are you mad ? " she exclaimed. " Of course you 
will reconsider your refusal. It is incredible! You 
are throwing away success, power— everything— and 
for what ? Unless, indeed, your wife dislikes the idea 
of leaving England for so long. But I cannot imagine 
any woman allowing her likes or dislikes to interfere 
with her husband's career," concluded Lady Lorrimer, 
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a little scornfully. In her heart she had never for- 
given Mrs. Latimer for marrying Ronald. She had 
always regarded her as an unsuitable wife for a rising 
politician — a woman who would be quite content with 
a humdrum life of domestic felicity. 

" Yes — I suppose I am mad ! " said Mr. Latimer 
suddenly. " I have always been mad to think that 
you cared ! My wife has nothing to do with it ; she 
would settle down in the Sandwich Islands for five 
years as placidly as she would in Eaton Square. I 
have never asked her advice on the subject ; it is yours 
that I want." 

" Then why did you not seek it before you refused?" 
asked Katherine Lorrimer impatiently ; "and why did 
you refuse?" she added. "You have never told me 
your reasons." 

" They are many. But only one of them has really 
weighed with me." 

"At least the reduction simplifies matters," said 
Katherine. " Perhaps I can find arguments to demo- 
lish even your one weighty reason for throwing aside 
what the gods have offered you ! " 

Ronald looked at her. " Scarcely," he said, drily, 
" unless you demolish yourself ! " 

Katherine started visibly, and then she laughed. 

"I'm afraid I cannot do that," she said. "Physi- 
cally, there is a good deal of me, and morally — well, 
no — morally, I am quite prepared to demolish myself. 
Of course, it is annoying when one's friends go away 
for five years. One may even permit one's self the 
luxury of regretting their absence " 
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" And is that all?" 

Katherine glanced at him quickly. 

" Yes," she said quietly, " that is all, I think. More 
would be — indiscreet, would it not ? " 

Ronald Latimer gave an impatient exclamation. 

" Katherine ! " he burst out, " do you know that 
you are the most exasperating woman God ever made? 
Why do you pretend not to understand ? You know 
very well that I have refused because I will not place 
the breadth of the world between us for all those years 
— because, ever since I first saw you, I have cared for 
you, and for you only. Oh, it is useless to pretend 
that you do not understand. You have always under- 
stood, only you have had no love to give — neither to 
me nor to any other man. If I had not realised this, 
do you think I would have married? I tell you I 
would have waited, hoping that some day your nature 
would awake — that you would be free " 

Katherine tried to check him, but he scarcely noticed 
her gesture. 

" Oh/ 1 he continued, " it is useless to pretend that 
you are astonished. I have never — what is called — 
made love to you ! Girls and boys do that, and men 
and women in novels. But in real life, people like us 
don't 'make love/ It — it doesn't somehow seem to 
suit the surroundings." 

Katherine smiled grimly. 

"I quite agree with you," she interrupted, finding 
words at last. " * It doesn't suit the surroundings ' — 
to quote your own expression. And, that being so 
evident to both of us, please do not attempt to begin. 
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Shall I tell yon something ? Not so very long ago my 
husband accused me of knowing that you were in love 
with me. My answer was, that if you were in love 
with me, you had never told me so." 

" And if I tell you so now," exclaimed Ronald impe- 
tuously. 

"Can you conceive a pleasanter state of affairs!" 
Katherine Lorrimer proceeded, without noticing him. 
" So long as there is a tacit understanding on the 
subject, things drift along very comfortably. Why 
spoil everything by insisting upon definitions ? as you 
are not a boy, and I am not a girl, and as we are 
neither of us characters in a novel, but very ordinary 
married people talking to one another in— well, in 
broad daylight." 

Ronald Latimer stared at her. 

" Can love never touch you ? " he said, more to him- 
self than to her. 

Katherine shrugged her shoulders, but she made no 
reply. 

"You think that a man is going to be content with 
drifting comfortably down the stream of friendship ? " 
he continued bitterly. " But you are mistaken. It is 
quite true that he will drift for a certain time — com- 
fortably enough. But not with women like you. 
There are rapids in your stream, Katherine, and 
broken water beyond them " 

"Possibly," interposed Katherine. "But to con- 
tinue your simile — there is generally a back-water, and 
a lock. They are useful things, when one wishes to 
avoid the rapids. However/' she continued, with a 
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little gesture as though she were putting away from 
her some indifferent object, " we have wandered from 
the point, have we not ? You have insisted upon 
defining our position-yours and mine-and I will 
have no definitions." 

"It is not I who have insisted," said Ronald 
Latimer. " The world " 

Katherine looked up impatiently. 

"The world!" she re-echoed. "What has the 
world to do with it? To be sure," she added, 
as though a sudden thought had struck her, "the 
world has tried its best to have a good deal to do 
with it." 

Ronald directed a keen glance at her. 

" Does that matter? " he asked. 

" Yes." 

"And yet, not so very long ago, I remember your 
saying that it did not matter." 

"A few weeks ago I might have thought it," re- 
turned Katherine slowly. " Now " and she paused 

for a moment. Suddenly she rose from her chair with 
a quick, graceful movement and stood in front of 
Ronald Latimer. 

"You cannot refuse this appointment," she said 
hurriedly. " You must not ! It would be folly — worse 
than folly." 

" But if I have refused it, as I have told you ? " 

"You must not!" repeated Katherine, almost 
angrily. "What reason could you give— could you 
have for doing so ? Do you not see that, quite apart 
from the position itself, you would be ruining your 
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expectations from the Cheshires ? Of course it is they 
who have arranged the whole thing. If the Duke had 
not guaranteed that you could afford to accept the post 
if it were offered to you, it would have been offered to 
a richer man, of higher rank. If you persist in your 
refusal, you will almost certainly offend the Cheshires 
past all forgiveness. And — what object can you have 
for refusing?" 

She asked the question imperiously — even threaten- 
ingly. 

Ronald Latimer made a step towards her. 

" Why need you ask ? " he said, in a low voice : 
"you, Katherine — you only. What other reason 
should I have ? I would give up more than this to 
hear you say that you loved me — to feel that I could 
give you the love you have never known. Oh, do not 
interrupt me ! I know what you are going to say — I 
have a wife, and you have a husband ! But I tell you 
that my wife is to me as your husband is to you — 
no more, and no less ! I found out my mistake when 
I had married, and if it had not been for your cold- 
ness I never would have married. Ever since we first 
met, I knew that you, and you only, were the woman 
whom I wanted for my wife. And I would have 
waited, Katherine — waited until " 

" Silence ! " exclaimed Katherine Lorrimer, and her 
low, clear voice seemed to ring through the room. 
" Silence — and I will complete your sentence for you ! 
You would have waited — yes — for my husband's death, 
or for my betrayal of him — which ? " And she 
laughed — a hard, dry laugh. 

18 
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Ronald Latimer was silent for a moment. 

"Fate was against us/' he said, after a pause. 
"When we met, you were already Lady Lorrimer. 
You had already married a man, old enough, almost, to 
be your father, whom you did not profess to love. 
Can you blame me for that ? And until now I have 
said no word of love to you — I " 

"No! you have only — waited," and Katherine 
laughed again, this time a little hysterically. " What 
do you expect me to say?" she continued. "How 
do you expect me to answer you? That you have 
waited too long, or not long enough ? " 

Ronald Latimer looked at her as she stood before 
him. Her eyes were flashing. Anger, mortification, 
reproach — all seemed to be expressed in them; and 
never, surely, had she appeared so beautiful, though it 
was scarcely a pleasant beauty to look upon. 

" Answer me as you will," he replied, after a pause. 
" If you tell me to stay, I will adhere to my refusal, 
and the Government must find somebody else. If you 
tell me to go " 

A curious sound from behind the closed doors com- 
municating with the drawing-rooms caused him to 
look round quickly. It was a soft, rustling sound, as 
though some one were groping in the dark to find the 
handle. Katherine apparently did not hear it ; and, 
before Ronald could draw her attention to it, she spoke. 

" I tell you to go," she said, " for your own sake, for 
your wife's sake — and for mine. Perhaps a few weeks 
ago I might have told you to stay — I do not know. 
Perhaps, if we had met — before, you might have taught 
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me what no man has been able to teach me. I say 
perhaps — for again I do not know. But I do know — 
I have been learning lately — that all I have to give is 
due to one who has waited very patiently — very nobly 
— to my husband " 

" Katherine ! " 

Sir Henry Lorrimer had opened the door and he 
stood within the room as his wife uttered these last 
words. With a sharp exclamation she flew to his side, 
and then a silence fell upon the three. 

Sir Henry was the first to break it. 

" Latimer is here, is he not ? " he said, quietly. " I 
can't see you, Latimer," he continued, advancing 
slowly into the room, " but they told me you were still 
here. I walk about the house by myself now, you see. 
Have you got a cup of tea to give me, my lady ? I 
forgot to have any at the club." 

Katherine Lorrimer cast a grateful look at him, 
though he could not see it. She wondered how much 
he had heard of what she had said as he entered the 
room. That he had overheard her concluding words 
she felt no doubt. The tone of his voice when he had 
uttered her name convinced her of this. 

"I will ring for some more tea, this is cold," she 
said. Her voice trembled a little, in spite of her efforts 
to control it. Sir Henry, however, appeared to be 
unaware of anything unusual in her manner, though 
his blindness had made his hearing more than 
ordinarily acute. 

"After all, I don't think I want any tea," he said. 
" Any news, Latimer? " 
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Ronald Latimer hesitated. "Well," he began, "I 
have told Lady Lorrimer most of my news " 

" Ah — but I mean public news, you know. I sup- 
pose you and my wife have been discussing affairs of 
State, and I don't want to be indiscreet — never does to 
be indiscreet, eh, Latimer? " 

Mr. Latimer looked at him curiously, and then he 
glanced at Katherine. Her features were immovable, 
but he fancied he detected a look of anxiety in her 
eyes ; and as he answered Sir Henry he kept his own 
fixed upon her face. 

" I am sure you will not be indiscreet," he said, after 
hesitating for a moment or two ; " but I must ask you 
and Lady Lorrimer to treat my news as strictly con- 
fidential for the present." 

" Of course ! " said Sir Henry, and Katherine gave a 
slight movement as though of relief. 

"The fact is," continued Ronald Latimer quietly, 
" I have been offered to succeed Peebles." 

" God bless my soul ! " ejaculated Sir Henry ; " and 
you have accepted ? " 

" No. I have refused." 

" You have refused ? Do you mean to say that you 
have refused? Ah, well^I forgot; of course, the 
man who succeeds Lord Peebles will have to spend 
more, perhaps, than you could manage " 

"But," interrupted Ronald, "Lady Lorrimer tells 
me I am mad to refuse; more especially as the 
financial difficulty can be overcome. So I am going to 
reconsider the matter." 

" I'm very glad to hear it," said Sir Henry cordially,. 
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"and I congratulate you with all my heart, Latimer. 
You'll come back and be Prime Minister some day. 
What do you say, Katherine ? " 

Lady Lorrimer started slightly. 

" Oh," she replied, " Mr. Latimer knows my 
opinion. He would be mad to refuse it — quite mad." 

A few minutes afterwards Eonald Latimer got up 
and took his leave, and Sir Henry and his wife sat in 
silence. 

"And so," Sir Henry said presently, "he came to 
ask your advice, and you told him to go." 

"Yes, I advised him to go," replied Katherine, 
and then neither of them spoke again for some 
moments. 

Suddenly Sir Henry got up and came towards the 
place where his wife was sitting. 

" Katherine ! " he said, " I heard." 

"Everything?" 

" No — not everything. Only the words you were 
saying as I came in. I do not ask what made you say 
them ; it is sufficient for me that they were said." 

He stooped down and felt for her hands, and as he 
held them a little sobbing sound came from her, and 
warm drops fell upon his own. 

" Katherine ! " he exclaimed. " Hush, dear, hush ! 
Why, Katherine ! Oh, thank God ! " 

And then he knelt down beside her. 
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Katherine Lorrimer's agitation subsided as suddenly 
as it arose. She drew her hands away gently from 
her husband's grasp, and, rising hastily from her chair, 
made him take her place in it. 

She stood beside him for a few moments in silence, 
but Sir Henry felt that her gaze was fixed upon him 
and he raised his nearly sfghtless eyes in a vain 
endeavour to meet it. 

" You have great patience," she said presently, in a 
low voice, " great patience and great — tact." 

He smiled a little. Somehow the observation struck 
him as being scarcely in harmony with the situation ; 
but there was a ring of tenderness in Katherine's voice 
as she uttered the words that lifted them out of the 
commonplace, and in truth the mixture of tact and 
natural dignity which Sir Henry had shown a few 
minutes previously appealed to his wife more than any 
outburst of jealousy or indignation could have done. 

She had at once recognised that no man who was 
not a perfect gentleman at heart could have known 
instinctively how to protect both her honour and his 
own in the simple, easy manner in which he had 
protected it. 
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"Did you expect me to behave like the outraged 
husband in a novel, Katherine ? " he asked. " I don't 
know what Latimer had been saying to you, and I 
don't want to know, but I can guess. I overheard 
your last words to him, however, the words you spoke 
as I came into the room. If I have had patience those 

words have rewarded it. As for my tact — well " 

and Sir Henry Lorrimer shrugged his shoulders and 
paused. 

" It was cowardly — vile ! " exclaimed Katherine 
indignantly. 

Sir Henry shook his head. " It was nothing of the 
sort," he observed quietly. "It was natural Upon 
my word, I didn't think Latimer had it in him to 
sacrifice his ambition to his feelings." 

Katherine stared at him. "But his wife?" she 
began. 

" Ah," interrupted Sir Henry meditatively, " there 
he sacrificed his feelings to his ambition. That was 
natural also." 

" You mean, when he married her? " 

" I mean, when he married her." 

Katherine was silent. 

Suddenly she turned to him again. "Do you 
believe," she burst out impetuously, " that I had 
ever given him any right to talk to me like that — to 
assume that I should bid him stay in England for my 
sake ? that I cared for anything else but his success ? 
If you believe it, you are wrong — absurdly, stupidly 
wrong ! " 

Sir Henry hesitated for an instant. 
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" I don't believe you have ever given him the right 
to do so," he replied slowly, " but I have no doubt 
you have given him reason enough, poor devil ! " 

Katherine's face flushed angrily. 

" Reason ! " she exclaimed, " I do not understand 
your distinction." 

Sir Henry smiled, this time a little grimly. 

" Dear," he said gently, " you have never understood* 
That is at the bottom of the whole business. Do you 
remember how often I used to tell you that you did 
not realise your own power — the power of your beauty ? 
You experimented with it, like a boy playing with 
gunpowder, because it amused you to do so. Well, 
Latimer was one of the victims, and I was another." 

Katherine gave him a curious little look. 

" You ! " she said, " I never experimented upon 
you " 

Sir Henry winced. " No," he returned hastily. " I 
forgot — it was I who experimented. But it does not 
signify — the results were the same." 

Katherine was about to reply, when the door of her 
sitting-room opened and a servant came in. 

The Duchess of Cheshire had called, the man said, 
and was waiting in her carriage below. She had 
wished her card, with a message pencilled upon it, to 
be taken at once to Lady Lorrimer. 

Katherine took the card from the salver and glanced 
at the words written upon it. 

" Of course ! " she said to the footman. " Tell the 
Duchess that I am at home — to her, but not to anybody 
else, you understand." 
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" She has come to plead with me to let him go," she 
said to herself, as the man left the room. 

"Who is it — the Duchess of Cheshire?" asked Sir 
Henry. 

"Yes. The second act of the comedy is about to 
begin," and Katherine laughed a little nervously. 
"The entr'acte has been very short, has it not?" 
she added. 

Sir Henry's countenance became suddenly troubled. 
He looked wistfully at his wife, and then uttered a 
smothered exclamation of impatience. God ! if he 
could only see her face— only read the expression in 
her eyes for one little second ! Something in the tone 
of her voice puzzled him. He thought that he 
detected pain in it, but pain mingled with a curious 
note of triumph. 

"Perhaps," he said, hesitatingly, "you would like 
me to come with you, Katherine ? If the Duchess " 

Katherine smiled. " She and I are not likely to 
fight," she replied. And Sir Henry, feeling that two 
women would undoubtedly arrive at a better under- 
standing without the presence of a man, was nothing 
loth to remain where he was. He was convinced that 
the Duchess of Cheshire had come with the sole object 
of finding out how far Katherine was responsible for 
Ronald Latimer's inexplicable refusal of the high 
appointment offered to him. Of course the world 
would put two and two together, and no doubt official 
London was already discussing the result, while in a 
day or two the matter would be the common topic of 
conversation in the clubs and in society generally. 
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Sir Henry wondered very much, as his wife left the 
room in order to receive her visitor, what line of 
argument the Duchess of Cheshire would take. Of 
one thing he felt certain, namely, that it would be 
neither an uncharitable nor an undignified line. 
Moreover, he knew no other woman in London in 
whom he would prefer Katherine to confide, though 
he suddenly remembered that it was a long time since 
the Duchess had either called upon her or shown any 
signs of wishing to keep up the friendliness she had 
formerly displayed. To be sure, the Cheshires had 
left cards of enquiry in Berkeley Square after he had 
been moved thither from Chillingley, but Sir Henry 
did not believe that the Duchess had ever asked if his 
wife were at home. 

If anything could compensate Katherine Lorrimer 
for the irritation and annoyance she had experienced 
at the way in which the Cheshires' matrimonial plans 
for their kinsman had been conveyed to her, the 
thought that the Duchess was at that moment slowly 
mounting the staircase with such an object in view 
was assuredly both a soothing and a flattering one, 
and carried with it a pleasant feeling of having turned 
the tables upon those who had misunderstood her. 

In the meantime Ronald's refusal to represent his 
Sovereign in a great dependency of the Empire had 
created consternation in Cheshire House. The Duke 
had learned it in the first instance not from Ronald 
himself, but in a note from the Prime Minister — a 
note which had caused him to seek his wife's counsel 
in astonishment and not a little anger. 
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" It is, of course, no affair of mine to interfere with 
Latimer's private reasons for declining one of the most 
brilliant appointments that any subject can hold/' the 
note concluded, "but I cannot do otherwise than 
express my regret that his refusal, if persisted in, will 
lose to the Imperial Government the services of one 
who, I doubt not, would have proved himself an able 
administrator in a country in which able administra- 
tion is constantly needed." 

" Private reasons ! " exclaimed the Duke of 
Cheshire, as his wife read the missive; "private 
fiddlesticks ! How the deuce can Ronald have any 
private reasons for refusing ? Haven't we taken care 
that he shouldn't have to think about the money? 
And Ronald has placed me in a very false position — a 
very fclse position indeed. It is your J£ Louisa, 
for having persuaded me to suggest him as a suitable 
person to succeed Peebles, without having previously 
spoken to him on the subject. But you were deter- 
mined to make a mystery of the thing — though I can't 
for the life of me make out why." 

The Duchess did not reply for a moment, but read 
the note again with greater attention. " If persisted 
in," she observed presently. " Of course, it must not 
be persisted in. You see, Augustus," she added, "that 
Ronald's refusal is evidently not regarded as final* 
The fact is he is just the man for the post, and the 
Government knows it. As for his private reasons, if 
they exist, they must be outweighed. It is very 
natural that a man in Ronald's position should 
hesitate before committing himself to a five years' 
exile. You said so yourself, if you remember." 
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" I said he might be afraid of losing touch of home 
politics and the House of Commons," returned her 
husband. 

The Duchess smiled covertly. "He is probably 
more afraid of losing touch of other things," she said ; 
and then she pulled herself up abruptly, suddenly 
recollecting to whom she was speaking. 

"I don't understand you, Louisa," said the Duke, 
looking at her a little suspiciously. " When a man is 
married there shouldn't be any ' other things/ and of 
course Rachel would go with him." 

" Of course ! I only meant — oh, well, home interests 
and occupations, you know. But, Augustus," the 
Duchess continued earnestly, "for goodness' sake listen 
to me. You say it's all my fault, and I daresay it is. 
But let me implore you to say and do nothing in the 
matter for twenty-four hours. Ronald will no doubt 
come to see you to-day, in order to tell you of the 
offer, and then you can tell him that you are greatly 
disappointed at his refusal of it. There won't be any 
harm in that. Perhaps we have been unwise in not 
taking Rachel into our confidence, and before we do 
anything more in the matter I think I ought to talk 
to her, and explain what a mistake Ronald is making 
in throwing away such a chance in life. In the mean- 
time, of course, you must answer this note ; and, if I 
were you, I should write that you were very pleased to 
gather from its contents that Ronald was to be given 
time to reconsider his refusal. That, after all, is the 
point in the Premier's note. One generally has to read 
between the lines with him, you know." 
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" Very well, my dear," the Duke replied resignedly. 
"Have it your own way! But I must say I don't 
understand Ronald's objections — and I don't under- 
stand the allusion in this note to not wishing to 
interfere in his private reasons. One would think the 
Prime Minister knew that Ronald must have private 
reasons." 

" Of course he presupposes them," said the Duchess 
hastily, " and very likely Ronald told him so. For all 
we know, they may proceed from Rachel. That is 
why I said just now that perhaps we should have 
consulted her. Pray take my advice, Augustus, and 
don't relever the subject when you answer this note. 
The great object is to assume that the offer is still 
open." 

" Of course, my dear, of course ! I quite see that," 
returned the Duke a little testily. " I was about to 
observe the same thing myself. I shall ignore these 
private reasons as being unworthy of consideration. 

"Exactly," exclaimed the Duchess, "ignore them, 
Augustus ! That is the only sensible course to pursue. 
You can safely leave me to deal with them, if they 
really exist — me and Rachel, you know." 

There had been an accent of considerable relief in 
the Duchess's voice as she spoke these words. She 
could not fail to see that Augustus had his suspicions, 
and it was probable that in official quarters more was 
known or suspected of Ronald Latimer's motives for 
declining the appointment offered to him than was at 
all advisable should reach her husband's ears. She 
had never forgotten the hint she had received — a hint 
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which was unmistakably repeated in the letter the 
Duke had just shown her. 

At least something had been gained by persuading 
Augustus to say and do as little as possible for the next 
twenty-four hours, for an interchange of views between 
him and the leader of the Government on the subject 
of Ronald's mysterious private reasons must infallibly 
produce disaster. 

The Duchess of Cheshire had not left her husband 
without reading the note he despatched to Downing 
Street and satisfying herself as to its discretion. 
Then she had gone to her own sitting-room to think 
out the situation. The more she thought it over, the 
more she felt convinced that her best course would be 
to appeal directly to Lady Lorrimer herself. Hitherto 
she had shrunk from taking such a step, more from a 
sense of uncertainty as to her ground than from any 
lack of moral courage. 

But matters had now reached a point at which 
something definite must be done, or the gossip which 
had been busy with Eonald and Lady Lorrimer' s names 
would assuredly arrive at such proportions as to make 
an open scandal inevitable. At any moment Sir Henry 
Lorrimer might turn round and make this scandal, 
and the Duchess had heard from several quarters that 
he and his beautiful wife were now upon anything but 
the most comfortable of terms. 

When she had once made up her mind she was apt 
to put her plans into execution without delay. Dis- 
agreeable as it might be, the Duchess determined that 
she would seek an interview with Lady Lorrimer that 
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very day. She would appeal to Katherine's generosity, 
and point oat to her that she was making another 
woman miserable and bidding fair to ruin the career 
of the man whose head she had turned. It would not 
be a pleasant task, and the Duchess did not ask herself 
how she was going to set about it. Nevertheless, she 
ordered her carriage late that afternoon and told the 
servant "70, Berkeley Square" with a sense of driving 
away into the unknown, and a vague feeling that she 
should be extremely relieved when she drove back 
from it. 

"It's ten thousand times worse than going to the 
dentist," she said to herself, as the servant returned 
with the message that Lady Lorrimer was at home ; 
but the thought of all that depended upon her visit 
was more than sufficient to support her through the 
ordeal. 



CHAPTEE XXI 

Katheeine Lorrimer, as she stood in front of the fire 
awaiting her visitor, rapidly made up her mind that 
she would leave the whole task of opening negotiations, 
or hostilities— she was by no means sure which of the 
two might be the outcome of the Duchess of Cheshire's 
visit — to the Duchess herself. 

It was extremely unlikely, indeed hardly possible, 
that the Duchess should be aware of the fact that 
Ronald had left the house but half an hour previously; 
and Katherine felt, therefore, that she held as it were 
the ace of trumps in her hand. 

The humour of the situation appealed to her, and 
there was a gleam of suppressed amusement in her 
eyes as, at the sound of the double doors at the end of 
the drawing-room being thrown open, she turned 
round to greet the Duchess, who, breathless from stairs 
and nervousness, was ushered into the room. 

" My dear Lady Lorrimer,' ' the Duchess exclaimed 

hurriedly, "I feel that I have positively forced my 

way into the house ! It is very good of you to receive 

me — the servants said you were not at home. But I 

thought — business, you know " and here she 

paused, holding Katherine's hand in her own. 

87a 
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Katherine disengaged it gently. 

"But I am delighted, Duchess/' she said, drawing a 
chair forward as she spoke, into which her visitor sub- 
sided with a sigh of relief. "I had said ' not at home/ 
certainly/' she added, " but in any case that would 
not apply to you. Is it too late to offer you tea? " 

The Duchess shook her head. A tea-cup, she thought, 
would only add to complications ; and besides, she had 
fortified herself with tea and several sandwiches before 
leaving Cheshire House. 

"Much too late/' she said, and then there was 
another and a longer pause, during which Katherine, 
looking straight in front of her, felt that the Duchess's 
eyes were fixed upon her critically, if somewhat 
uneasily. 

" The fact is," she continued presently, after draw- 
ing a long breath as one about to dive into deep waters, 
" I wanted particularly to speak to you— oh, but quite 
confidentially, you know — and as a friend. I am sure, 
dear Lady Lorrimer, you have always looked upon me 
as a friend — at least, I hope you have?" 

Katherine bent her head slightly. 

" At any rate," proceeded the Duchess with a sudden 
return to something of her usual bluntness, " whether 
you have or haven't is your affair, not mine. All that 
I hope is, that you will not misunderstand the object 
of my visit." 

Katherine smiled. " It is so much easier to mis- 
understand one's friends than one's enemies," she 
observed enigmatically. 

The Duchess, rising to the surface after her dive, 

19 



274 LOVE'S PROXY 

grasped eagerly at anything conveying a sense of 
stability. 

" Precisely ! " she exclaimed, " and my object in 
coming to see you this afternoon to— well, to remove 
what I feel sure is a misunderstanding " 

" Between us ? " asked Katherine. " My dear 
Duchess/' she added, " so far as I am concerned, I 
am not aware of any misunderstanding." 

The Duchess looked at her doubtfully. She had 
never thought that her task would be an easy one. 
Then she became suddenly impatient. 

"Between us?" she repeated. "Oh no, Lady 
Lorrimer — not between us ! that, after all, would not 
matter very much, would it ? " 

There was an almost imperceptible touch of sar- 
casm in her voice, though Katherine was quick to 
perceive it. 

" No," she replied quietly. " I did not suppose that 
you would come to see me in order to remove a mis- 
understanding between us. That would be rather a 
reversal of the order of things, would it not?" 

The Duchess directed a shrewd look at her — a look 
in which approval and respect seemed to be strangely 
intermingled. Only a woman of her own class, she 
felt, could have answered her as Katherine had 
answered. 

"My dear," she said gently, "I do not want there 
to be any misunderstandings at all — either between 
you and me, or between you and — and the world." 

Katherine's eyes flashed. "The world!" she 
exclaimed. 
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The Duchess glanced at her again. 

" Or between you and your husband," she added. 

The contemptuous expression faded from Katherine's 
face and she smiled — a curious little smile that 
puzzled the Duchess. 

" We understand each other perfectly — my husband 
and I," she replied tranquilly. 

" Oh ! " Then, aware of the inadequacy of her 
remark, the Duchess continued hastily, "I am 
extremely glad to hear that — extremely glad. I 
thought — I was afraid — that " 

"Yes?" 

" Oh, my dear Lady Lorrimer," exclaimed the 
Duchess abruptly, " I never could beat about the 
bush, you know, and I'm not going to do it now ! You 
think that you can afford to ignore what the world 
says, but you can't. Nobody can — at least, very few 
people. Certainly not a woman like you, married to 
a man " Here she stopped short in some con- 
fusion. 

Eatherine looked at her stonily. 

"Have you come here to tell me what the world 
says?" she asked, shrugging her shoulders slightly. 
"It is waste of time, Duchess, absolute waste of time. 
We, my husband and I, know it already." 

The Duchess stared at her* This was the second 
time she had used those words — my husband and I — 
and both times the Duchess had been struck with an 
unaccustomed accent of tenderness in her voice as she 
spoke them* 

" As you know it already," she said, after a pause, " I 
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need not repeat it to you. And indeed," she added, " I 
did not come here to do so. I came to ask you " 

" Yes ? " said Katherine again. 

" To ask you to give him up." 

"To give whom up? — my husband? Really, 
Duchess " 

A longing seized the Duchess of Cheshire to box 
Katherine's ears soundly. 

"Ronald ! " she exclaimed. " Mr. Latimer ! Surely 
you must know the harm you are doing — the unhappi- 
ness you are causing? Do you not know that all 
London is saying you will not let him go to India? 
And his wife— his wife whom he was in love with 
before he saw you " 

It was not the way she had meant to appeal to 
Lady Lorrimer. She had expected disclaimers from 
Katherine, protestations that her friendship for Ronald 
Latimer was merely a platonic friendship to which 
ill-natured gossip had attributed other motives. She 
had certainly not been prepared for this contemptuous 
and almost amused indifference on Lady Lorrimer's 
part, and still less for Katherine's apparent conscious- 
ness of a complete understanding between herself and 
her husband. For perhaps the first time in her life 
the Duchess of Cheshire felt herself to be outwitted, 
and she began uneasily to wonder whether she had not 
made a huge mistake. 

Katherine Lorrimer sat down. Since her visitor had 
entered the room she had remained standing, tran- 
quilly regarding the Duchess, and noting, as it were, 
every point in her attack. 
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"And Mr. Latimer ?" she asked. "Does he say 
that it is I who keep him in England?" 

The Duchess leaned forward in her chair with an 
impatient movement. 

" Of course not ! " she replied. " How could any 
man who was not a cad say anything of the sort? 
But the world says it for him. No man would 
refuse such an appointment as he has been offered 
without a very strong motive for doing so, and 
the world has very naturally searched for the 
motive " 

"And found— me !" 

" Yes," returned the Duchess bluntly ; " and found 
— you. Why do you not let him go, Lady Lorrimer? 
If he were not a married man one might deplore 
it, perhaps, but it would be more — more natural," 
she concluded somewhat incoherently. 

Katherine smiled. "You mean," she said, "that 
it would be less dangerous — less likely to lead to 
scandals and complications " 

" Yes, yes," interrupted the Duchess eagerly. 
" That is exactly what I do mean. I didn't come 
here to moralise, so we won't go into the — well, the 
other aspects of the question, you know. Let us 
look at the matter from the practical point of view, 
my dear Lady Lorrimer. Neither you, as a married 
woman, nor Ronald Latimer, as a married man, can 
afford to be— er — well, to be " 

"Found out," said Katherine suggestively. 

The Duchess looked somewhat taken aback, and 
then, in spite of herself, she laughed. 
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"I didn't mean to put it quite so crudely," she 
returned, "but, after all, that is what it comes to. 
Not that I mean to imply," she added hurriedly, 
"that there is anything particular to find out. I 
am merely looking at things in the light in which 
the world will look at them — for the sake of argu- 
ment/' you know." 

" Quite so ; for the sake of argument," said Kathe- 
rine drily. " Please continue your line of argument, 
Duchess, it is very interesting." 

"It appears to me to be a very logical line of 
argument," the Duchess replied. " Mr. Latimer has 
been offered one of the most important positions 
that any subject can hold, and he has refused it. 
The world, rightly or wrongly, credits you with 
possessing considerable influence over him. If you 
have this influence, I have come to ask you to use 
it in the right way — both for his sake and your own 
and also for his wife's sake, Lady Lorrimer. Some- 
how," she, added, looking at Eatherine with one of 
her shrewd but kindly glances, " I have never believed 
what I have heard many people say of you, that you 
are a woman without a heart — without feeling. Such 
women are almost invariably bad women." 

Eatherine was silent for a moment or two. 

"Then you do not think me a bad woman?" 
she asked with a little smile. 

"No," replied the Duchess slowly; "I do not. 
I don't understand you; and, what is more to the 
purpose, I don't believe you understand yourself. 
That is the worst part of you. Some day perhaps 
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you will, and then " the Duchess paused, feeling 

herself drifting into deep waters again. 

"Nevertheless," observed Katherine, "you have 
always distrusted me, Duchess, and lately you have 
distrusted me more than ever. So much so, indeed, 
that you have moved heaven and earth — or, rather, 
the Government — to procure this appointment for 
Mr. Latimer, thinking thereby to remove him from 
my supposed evil influence. If I am not mistaken, 
you thought to do the same thing when you arranged 
his marriage with Miss Gray. I am quite frank with 
you, you see, as you have been with me. It is, as 
you said just now, no use wasting time by beating 
about the bush." 

The Duchess nodded. "Not the least use," she 
observed. "I hate that sort of thing. Yes, I have 
always distrusted you — not you individually, but your 
beauty and your power of fascinating others with- 
out compromising yourself. I have distrusted Eonald 
Latimer also. And why should I not have done 
so, when I knew that he distrusted himself and 
his own capacity to resist your influence over 
him?" 

"Ah!" exclaimed Katherine, "you knew that?" 

The Duchess looked at her sharply. There was, 
she thought, a decided ring of satisfaction in Lady 
Lorrimer's voice. 

"Yes," she said; "I should think you knew it 
also. You cannot have known Ronald so well with- 
out realising that he is, before everything else, an 
ambitious man. Some people would call him a selfish 
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man, for it is not always easy to be the one without 
being the other." 

" Certainly," said Katherine reflectively; "I very 
soon realised that. It often— interested me." 

"You mean," said the Duchess drily, "it often 
amused you." 

Katherine looked away from her quickly, for the 
Duchess had, indeed, divined her thoughts. 

"Yes," the Duchess continued, "it amused you 
to see how far you could influence one passion by 
exciting another. Many women do that — and some 
men. But it is not always a very safe game to play. 
In your case it was certain to lead to complica- 
tions." 

"Why in my case particularly?" 

"Because, my dear," replied the Duchess, "you 
happened to be married to a man very much in love 
with you, and you — forgive me if I have misread 
your nature — had no conception what love meant. 
You placed it in your own mind in the same category 
as passion, for which you felt only repugnance. Am 
I not right ? " 

Katherine looked at her visitor doubtfully. She 
had always liked the Duchess of Cheshire, and had 
never entirely succeeded in persuading herself that 
she had deliberately attempted to arouse in Sir Henry 
jealousy or suspicion concerning her. She believed 
it less than ever now. 

"Yes," she replied presently, "I believe you are 
right. Perhaps, as you said just now, I have never 
understood myself. I hated love — love as I knew it." 
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"And yet," the Duchess said gravely, "you were 
not afraid to risk arousing it in a man who had no 
right to give it you." 

"Ah," exclaimed Eatherine, "that made all the 
difference — the right, I mean." 

The Duchess knitted her brows and kept silence for 
a moment in order to think out the problem. 

"I think I understand," she said at length. "Yes, 
I can conceive that to some natures the right might 
be intolerable. But we are wandering away from the 
point into subjects which scarcely bear discussion — 
except in another tongue. It is so difficult to be 
psychological in English without being indelicate. 
I suppose that is why we are all so hypocritical. 
You know the object of my visit, Lady Lorrimer. 
Believe me, it is as much, or nearly as much, for your 
own sake as for that of Bonald Latimer and his wife 
that I am here. If Bonald takes up this appointment 
the world will stop saying ill-natured things. If he 

persists in refusing it " and the Duchess shrugged 

her shoulders in an ample but significant manner. 

"And you appeal to me to use the influence which 
you deplore ! " said Katherine. 

"If it is an influence used for good why should I 
deplore it?" returned the Duchess, "or why," she 
added, "should I trouble myself as to its origin? I 
believe there are pious people who declare that no 
good can spring from evil, but then many pious people 
move through the world with their eyes shut, though 
their mouths are open and their tongues are busy 
enough." 
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"I wonder," said Katherine Lorrimer quietly, "if 
I could convince you that in this case the origin of 
any influence I may possess has been harmless?" 

The Duchess looked at her for a moment and then 
she laughed softly. 

" Certainly you could," she replied. " Convince me 
that you are a fat old woman with a squint and I will 
admit the purity of the origin ! No, my dear Lady 
Lorrimer, we need be neither pious nor hypocritical. 
We need only admit, like sensible people of the world, 
that men and women are largely influenced by beauty 
in the first instance, and that many an influence for 
good has sprung from — well, from quite material 
sources." 

Katherine had no reply to make as the Duchess 
paused. The latter, indeed, was becoming more and 
more surprised at herself. She had mentally rehearsed 
her part in the carriage on her way to Berkeley Square, 
and now she found herself taking an altogether different 
attitude from that which she had intended to assume. 
For some reason Katherine was more approachable 
than she had expected would be the case, but yet the 
Duchess was by no means sure what impression she 
had made upon her. 

Suddenly Lady Lorrimer rose from her chair and 
came and stood beside her. 

"When did you see Mr. Latimer last?" she asked 
abruptly. 

The Duchess started. "Oh, not for two or three 
days," she replied. "Indeed, not since the news of 
his refusal to accept this post became known. The 
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Pake is very much vexed with him — very much hurt, 
I may say. He and I had set our hearts upon Ronald 
taking up this appointment, and I may tell you in 
confidence, Lady Lorrimer, that we had arranged to 
remove any financial difficulties which might have 
stood in the way. We have no children to come 
after us, nobody but ourselves to think of, and " 

"Yes," said Katherine gently, "I know, Duchess." 

The Duchess looked at her quickly. " You know ? " 
she exclaimed. " But from whom could you know it ? 
The Duke's offer was made in strict confidence." 

Katherine smiled. " Mr. Latimer was here scarcely 
an hour ago," she said. " He came to tell me of the 
appointment which had been offered him, and of his 
refusal of it." 

The Duchess's face flushed suddenly and she got up 
from her chair with unaccustomed alacrity. 

"And no doubt he told you his reasons for refusing 
it," she said, and her voice trembled with an anger 
she scarcely attempted to conceal. 

"Yes, he told me his reasons. They did not strike 
me as being worthy of consideration, however." 

The Duchess looked at her fixedly. 

"Not worthy of consideration?" she repeated, 
"and you told him so?" 

" Yes, I told him so. He had asked for my advice, 
you see." 

"Ah, your advice ! " 

Katherine coloured a little. "I advised him to 
reconsider his refusal," she said quietly, " for the sake 
of his career, and for his wife's sake " 
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The Duchess of Cheshire took her hand and held it 
for a moment in silence* 

"And for your own sake?" she asked in a low 
voice. 

Katharine Lorrimer raised her head proudly and 
looked down into the other's eyes. 

4 'And my husband quite agreed with me/' she 
continued. "Mr. Latimer left us shortly before you 
arrived." 

11 Sir Henry ? " exclaimed the Duchess, and her face 
betrayed her astonishment. 

"My husband quite agreed with me/' repeated 
Katherine. "No doubt," she added, with a slight 
laugh, "Mr. Latimer has by this time persuaded 
himself that my advice was good. After all, it was 
practical, and practical advice is always useful, is it 
not ? " 

"Useful — yes," the Duchess said, trying her best 
to fall in with Katherine's vein, "but not always 
palatable." 

" Oh, but to an ambitious man everything must be 
palatable which tends to further his success," returned 
Lady Lorrimer, " and I think we agreed, did we not, 
Duchess, that Mr. Latimer was, before everything, 
ambitious ? " 

The Duchess did not answer. She was looking 
curiously at Katherine — studying her, in fact. 

" I wonder," she said presently, as though speaking 
to herself, "why I did not come to you before? It 
was a great mistake on my part." 

" It would have been a much greater mistake if you 
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had come to me before," returned Katherine. "If 
you remember, Duchess, you sent Lady Banff. It was 
not a success." 

" I sent Millicent Banff ? " exclaimed the Duchess. 
"I most certainly never did anything of the 
kind ! " 

" Oh, not to me personally, but to my husband, 
which was the same thing," continued Katherine, 
" though no doubt you thought it wasn't. But that 
doesn't matter now," she added. "You were quite 
right. You imagined I did not understand what I was 
doing — that I did not, as you told me a little while ago, 
understand myself; and so you thought you would 
give me a hint, through my husband. Well, I re- 
sented it, that hint. All the same, you were right. 
I know now that you were right, but," and here her 
voice shook a little, " it was not necessary to attempt 
to make mischief between me and my husband." 

The Duchess drew back from her a little. 

" I have no idea what you mean," she said stiffly. 
" The mischief, if there is any mischief, has been of the 
world's making, not of mine. But, Lady Lorrimer, 
the world seldom makes mischief unless it is provided 
with the material." 

11 In this instance, however, the world provided the 
material for itself," Katherine returned. " Mr. 
Latimer's friends," she continued, " who were so 
alarmed lest he should fall under my influence, might 
have dispensed with sending anonymous letters to my 
husband containing statements which were absolutely 
false," 
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The Duchess of Cheshire looked at her in bewilder- 
ment. 

" My dear Lady Lorrimer," she said at length, " I 
can only say again that I have no idea what yon 
mean. As to Sir Henry Lorrimer's correspondence, 
anonymous or otherwise, you can hardly expect me to 
take much interest in it. I do not, of course, suppose 
you mean to imply that I, or any friend of mine, 
caused these anonymous letters to be sent to your 
husband/' 

She spoke with a certain quiet dignity which she 
knew very well how to assume when occasion required ; 
for, with all her contempt for forms and ceremonies, 
the Duchess of Cheshire was grande dame to her 
fingers* ends. With the blood that ran in her veins 
she could not be anything else, even had she hap- 
pened to be a daily governess instead of a duchess. 

And Katherine responded instantly to the call. She 
made a slight gesture of contempt. 

" Had I any such thought in my head," she said, 
" I should scarcely have sent word that I was at home 
to you, Duchess." 

The Duchess glanced at her. 

" No," she observed. " I should imagine that you 
would not. Well, then," she continued, smiling, " as 
I am not a suspected person, may I enquire further 
about these letters ? Or, perhaps, to do so would be 
indiscreet. After all, if your husband and you are 
sensible, you will neither of you take any notice of 
them." 

Katherine smiled. " We don't," she replied briefly. 
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" All the same," she added, " they distressed Henry 
terribly, and for months he never told me of them. 
When I knew about them, I was furious." 

The Duchess sat down again. It was the first time 
she had ever known Lady Lorrimer to allude to her 
husband by his Christian name, and she wished to 
hear more. 

"Sir Henry Lorrimer's wife," she said to herself, 
" is actually becoming human I I'm not sure, but I 
think, yes, I really think that I am beginning to under- 
stand her. But what in the world has done it ? " 

Her soliloquy was incoherent, but then her solilo- 
quies generally were so, in contrast, indeed, with her 
utterances to others. 

" I would rather you knew," continued Katharine 
Lorrimer a little hurriedly. "Somebody — some 
woman I should say from the handwriting — sent 
Henry two anonymous letters. The first informed 
him that his wife was in the habit of meeting one of 
his colleagues in the House of Commons in unfre- 
quented parts of Kensington Gardens and other 
resorts " 

The Duchess uttered a sudden exclamation. " Go 
on, please," she said, as Katherine stopped speaking; 
"I was surprised, that is all. I will explain why 
afterwards. What did the second letter contain?" 

Katherine laughed abruptly. " Friendly warnings," 
she replied, " and the writer's hopes that my husband 
would avail him of the law in order to protect his 
honour from further outrage, or sentiments to that 
effect," 
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The Duchess leaned forward in her chair. 

"Tell me," she said eagerly — "were both these 
letters in the same handwriting? " 

" Yes, both." 

"What an in — inconceivable fool!" the Duchess 
ejaculated, with a rapid substitution of terms. 

Katherine gazed at her in astonishment. 

" Do you mean to say that you know who wrote 
them ? " she asked. 

"I should very much like to see the letters," said 
the Duchess, ignoring the question. 

Katherine considered for a moment. "Henry has 
them still, I believe," she said. " He meant to burn 
them, but I begged him not to do so. I should think 
he could have no objection to your seeing them, when 
he knows that I have told you their contents." 

" After all," observed the Duchess meditatively, "it 
is not wise to choose Kensington Gardens to sit in on 
a fine afternoon, if one wishes to be unobserved. So 
many people one knows walk across them. Battersea 
Park, now, or even Begent's Park " 

Katherine interrupted her. " That is the disgraceful 
part of the whole thing ! " she exclaimed indignantly. 
" A particle of truth is made the foundation of a whole 
fabric of lies. By a pure accident I did on one 
occasion meet Mr. Latimer in Kensington Gardens, 
and we sat down and talked for a few minutes, but 
certainly not in a sequestered place. My carriage was 
waiting for me a hundred yards away." 

"Yes," said the Duchess quietly, " I know." 

"But how did you know? unless, indeed, Mr, 
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Latimer told you. There was certainly no reason why 
he should not tell you, only I should have thought the 
matter too unimportant." 

" It was not unimportant to somebody who saw you, 
however/ 1 the Duchess replied. " Oddly enough," she 
added, "half London seemed to know of your con- 
versation with Ronald in Kensington Gardens, and 
I was among the half. As I say, somebody, whom 
neither of you noticed, saw you." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Katherine, as if a sudden light 
had dawned upon her. 

"Exactly," the Duchess observed. "That," she 
added, "is why I should like to see the letters. I 
might recognise the writing, you know." 

" I will send them to you," said Katherine — " that is 

to say, if Henry will let me do so Oh," she broke 

off suddenly, " here he is, Duchess ! I left him in 
my sitting-room." 

The Duchess turned round hastily as Katherine 
spoke, and saw Sir Henry slowly feeling his way across 
the further of the two drawing-rooms. 

" Shall I go ? " she asked quickly. " Sir Henry may 
not wish to see a visitor," and she got up from her chair 
as though to move towards the door, but Katherine laid 
her hand upon her arm. 

"No," she said, "please stay," and, turning, she 
crossed the room to her husband. 

He had halted in the doorway between the two 
drawing-rooms, and was stretching out his hands in 
front of him as though to ascertain whether the doors 
were open or shut. 

20 
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Katherine took his arm gently, and guided him 
towards the Duchess, who stood watching them in 
silence. She was struck by the look of solicitude on 
Lady Lorrimer's face. 

" Good Heavens ! " she thought. " Is it pity, or 
love — whifch ? Anyhow, it doesn't matter very much, 
since they are akin, we are told.' 9 

She advanced towards them and took Sir Henry's 
hand. 

" Lady Lorrimer and I have been having a long 
talk," she said, easily. " I am afraid you must have 
got tired of waiting for her to return to you, Sir 
Henry. But I think we have settled all our busi- 
ness — very satisfactorily, have we not?" she added, 
addressing Katherine. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer turned from one to the other 
hesitatingly. "I am glad it has been settled satis* 
factorily, Duchess," he said. His eyes searched his 
wife's face anxiously, as though longing to read its 
expression. 

There was a silence between the three for a moment 
or two, a silence which Katherine was the first to 
break. 

"We both of us know the object of the Duchess's 
visit," she began, looking at her husband as she spoke. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer nodded, and the Duchess of 
Cheshire looked, as, indeed, she felt, considerably 
surprised. 

That Sic Henry and his wife were on very different 
terms from those which she had heard existed between 
them she had already realised, but she had not been 
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prepared for so complete an understanding as 
Katherine's words implied. 

Nevertheless, the tact of which she was fully 
possessed, though she did not always trouble herself 
to exercise it, came to her assistance at a moment 
when explanations seemed to be imminent — explana- 
tions which could only be as uncomfortable as they 
were unnecessary. 

" As Sir Henry knows it," she said, with a smile, 
" and as that object has been gained and a misunder- 
standing removed, there is nothing more to be said, is 
there?" 

Sir Henry Lorrimer groped with his hand as though 
he were searching for something, and his wife seemed 
to divine what it was he looked for, for she took his 
hand in her own. 

" No," he replied simply, " I don't think there is 
anything more to be said, Duchess." 

"Henry," Katherine said suddenly, "have you 
any objection to the Duchess seeing those two letters ? 
— you know the letters I mean. I have told her al>out 
them. I — I should like her to see them." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer hesitated for a moment. Then 
he detached a small gold master-key that hung to his 
watch-chain, and gave it to her. 

" If the Duchess can spare a few minutes longer," he 
said, " she can see them now — and then — then I think 
we may destroy them. You know where to find them," 
he added. "They are in the despatch-box on my 
writing-table/' 

When the door had closed behind Katherine 
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Lorrimer the Duchess moved her chair nearer to that 
in which Sir Henry was sitting. 

" Sir Henry," she said, " I never knew your wife 
until this afternoon." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer smiled. 

"Neither did I," he replied briefly. 

" I wish," continued the Duchess, " that I had done 
so, for, perhaps, if I had — you will not think me im- 
pertinent — I might have saved her, and you, much 
unhappiness. I misjudged her. I thought " 

Sir Henry held up his hand. 

" There is nothing more to be said, Duchess," he 
interrupted, with a slight smile. 

The Duchess looked at him. 

" Exactly," she replied. " I quite agree with you." 

They talked for a few minutes on indifferent matters, 
and presently Eatherine re-entered the room, carrying 
the letters in her hand. 

The Duchess took them from her and read them in 
silence, examining the handwriting attentively as she 
did so. Then she turned to Eatherine with a con- 
temptuous smile. 

" Thank you," she said, shortly. "I am glad to 
have seen these. Yes — I know the writer, and I know 
the object with which they were written. The writing 
is scarcely disguised. Soi-disant clever people are often 
incredible fools." 

Sir Henry seemed as though he were about to speak, 
and then he checked himself with an impatient gesture. 
" No," continued the Duchess, as though she under- 
stood what was passing in his mind ; " there is nothing 
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more to be said about these, either, Sir Henry. I should 
advise you to allow me to throw them in the fire — 
so/' and, suiting the action to the word, she walked 
to the fireplace and dropped the letters on to the burn- 
ing coals. " There is something to be done, certainly," 
she added, with a dry laugh ; " but that is my busi- 
ness — the Duke's and mine. Thank you, my dear," 
she continued to Katherine, " for having received me — 
and for having trusted me. I think we shall always 
understand each other in the future, shall we not V " 
And then she kissed her. 

Sir Henry accompanied her to the door of the 
drawing-room, Katherine guiding him on his other 
side. 

Then the Duchess slowly descended the staircase 
and got into her carriage, bidding her footman tell 
the coachman to drive home as quickly as possible. 

And Katherine Lorrimer led her husband back 
through the drawing-rooms into her sitting-room. 



CHAPTER XXII 

It was long past dressing-time that evening when the 
Duke of Cheshire entered his wife's room and found 
her seated before her writing-table with her visiting- 
list open before her. 

The Duke eyed the bulky manuscript distrustfully. 
Its production was generally followed by consequences, 
and the associations attaching to it were disagreeable 
to him. 

"I hope, Louisa/' he said gloomily, " that you are 
not contemplating giving a party/ 9 

The Duchess, pen in hand, looked up. 

" No," she replied, " I am about to reduce the 
number of my acquaintances — and of yours." 

The Duke glanced over her shoulder and saw that 
she was well advanced among the B's. 

"Blake, Blandford," she continued, running down 
the column with the point of her pen ; " ah, Blarney/* 
and she dipped the pen into the inkstand resolutely. 

" Mr. and Lady Louisa Blarney, Miss Blarney/' she 
read out slowly ; then she drew a straight, unfaltering 
line through the names, and, leaning back in her chair, 
looked at her husband. 

The Duke looked perplexed, but at the same time 
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relieved. It was evident that Louisa was not going to 
send out cards for a party. 

11 Have they changed their address? " he asked. 

" No," replied the Duchess, " but I have no desire to 
continue Lady Louisa Blarney's acquaintance, nor that 
of her daughter, and, naturally, Blarney pire must be 
struck off my list as well. Has Eonald been here?" 
she added abruptly. 

The Duke's attention was immediately distracted. 
If somebody had to be struck off his wife's visiting- 
list he was very well content that it should be the 
Blarneys. 

" That is just what I have been wanting to see you 
about," he answered briskly, rubbing his hands. " Yes, 
Bonald has been here. He came very soon after you 
went out. I must say, Louisa, he was most sensible 
in all he said — most sensible ! " 

" What did he say? " asked the Duchess tranquilly. 

" Oh, well, he gave me to understand that he had 
reconsidered his refusal. He said that if the Govern- 
ment really believed him to be the proper person to 
succeed Peebles, he would not persist in refusing." 

"And he said nothing about his reasons for not 
having accepted in the first instance?" 

"Not a word* I was very diplomatic, Louisa. I 
did not allude to his refusal. Indeed, I am not sure 
whether he knew I was aware of it. All I did say to 
him was, that we — you and I — very much hoped he 
would take the appointment ; and that, if he did, he 
would find any pecuniary objections which might be in 
his way satisfactorily disposed of." 
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The Duchess nodded approvingly. Matters were 
certainly arranging themselves more simply than she 
had dared to expect, and Augustus appeared really to 
have displayed considerable discretion. To be sure, 
she reflected, this discretion was the result of his 
ignorance as to the real state of affairs. The more 
she dwelt upon this fact, the more convinced she felt 
that it would be far wiser that Augustus should 
remain in his ignorance. 

After all, Sir Henry Lorrimer had declared that 
there was nothing more to be said ; and the Duchess 
told herself that Sir Henry Lorrimer throughout the 
whole business had taken a line which was not only 
dignified but also thoroughly sensible. There could be 
no question now but that Bonald would take up the 
appointment offered to him without raising any further 
difficulties. For at least five years he would be well 
out of the Lorrimer8' way, and in the meantime be 
adding to the political distinction which he had 
already gained at home, while Rachel would have a 
chance of recovering her dominion over her husband, 
which she had so nearly lost. 

There was one thing, however, that the Duchess of 
Cheshire mentally resolved that nothing would induce 
her to do, and that was, to forgive Lady Louisa 
Blarney. She had instantly recognised her hand- 
writing in the two anonymous letters Lady Lorrimer 
had shown her ; for, as she had said to Katherine, it 
was scarcely disguised. Loo Blarney, the Duchess sus- 
pected, must have relied upon the improbability of Sir 
Henry ever showing the missives to any one familiar with 
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her writing. As to her object in sending them, the 
Duchess had no doubt whatever. Loo Blarney had 
been furious at her failure to catch Ronald for her 
remaining unmarried daughter. In the case of the 
other two, she had been successful in running down 
her men ; and, when the engagements had been 
announced, had carefully impressed upon every chance 
acquaintance the number of times the fortunate 
aspirants to enter the artistic circle of the Blarney 
family had been refused before her daughters had 
finally consented to take compassion on them. 
Society had laughed ; it knew Loo Blarney ; and the 
guests nudged each other when the choir sang the 
appropriate hymn beginning " Now thank we all our 
God," at the weddings. 

It was quite evident to the Duchess that, in revenge 
for her failure to obtain so well known and rising a man 
as Ronald for her son-in-law, Lady Louisa had deter- 
mined to make such mischief between the Lorrimers 
as should result in Sir Henry taking steps which must 
infallibly lead to a scandal, out of which Mr. Latimer 
could scarcely have escaped without injury to that 
reputation for moral respectability which the British 
public demands in its politicians. 

The Duchess's reflections were disturbed by her 
husband looking at his watch and announcing that it 
wanted but ten minutes to dinner-time. He was in 
an excellent humour, being, indeed, not a little pleased 
with himself at the tactful way in which he considered 
that he had dealt with Ronald. The deference, too, 
shown to him by the Government had gratified him, 
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for was it not a proof that, however aloof he might 
choose to hold himself from public life, he was not a 
nonentity ? 

" Ronald is coming to see me to-morrow morning," 
he said to the Duchess, " and then, my dear Louisa, we 
can talk the whole thing over with him, and explain to 
him all our intentions regarding money matters. I 
must say I am relieved — very much relieved. Between 
ourselves, Louisa, I have for some time been a little 
worried about Ronald, and about his wife also. Some- 
body told me that he was too much with the Lorrimers, 
and that Lady Lorrimer is a very dangerous woman for 
young men to be too much with." 

The Duchess looked uneasy. She was never quite 
sure how much Augustus heard when he went into the 
world, or how much attention he paid to what he did 
hear, unless it concerned any of his particular hobbies. 

" Yes," she replied, " I should think Lady Lorrimer 
was certainly not a safe companion for a young man 
— for very few young men would understand her 
character. Fortunately Sir Henry Lorrimer under- 
stands it, and that is all which signifies." 

" I confess I have been uneasy," insisted the Duke. 
" Do you know, Louisa, I had almost begun to suspect 
that some silly entanglement was at the bottom of 
Ronald's refusal to leave England." 

" I think I can guess what you mean," the Duchess 
said, guardedly, " but so far as Lady Lorrimer is con- 
cerned, Augustus, you may set your mind at rest. You 
would be doing her a great injustice if you suspected 
her of anything of the kind. I have a great — a great 
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regard for Lady Lorrimer, and I hope we shall see 
more of her and Sir Henry than we have hitherto done. 
I am quite aware that there has been a good deal of 
gossip about her and Bonald, but " — and here the 
Duchess glanced at her visiting -list — " the chief 
authors of it will not enter our houses again." 

The Duke suddenly recollected in what occupation 
he had found her engaged. 

" That Blarney woman? " he asked disrespectfully. 

" Precisely," answered the Duchess ; and then she 
told him the story of the letters sent to Sir Henry 
Lorrimer. 

" You see," she concluded, " even had I not been 
able to swear to the handwriting, the fact would remain 
that Elinor Blarney and her mother told everybody 
that Bonald and Lady Lorrimer were in such — well, in 
such intimate conversation together in Kensington 
Gardens that they never saw her, Elinor, pass them. 
I heard it at the time, for Loo Blarney told Millicent, 
and Millicent told me. Afterwards I heard of their 
having been seen together in other places — more 
questionable places than Kensington Gardens — all 
lies, of course — and if you think for a moment, 
Augustus, you will see the object of the lies as clearly 
as I do." 

The Duke shrugged his shoulders. " My dear," he 
observed, " I always told you that Lady Louisa 
Blarney came of a detestable breed. But — anony- 
mous letters ! that is carrying matters a little too far ; 
and, as you say, the acquaintance had better drop. 
God bless me, what a vulgar world we live in nowa- 
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days ! I'm sorry for Blarney, though, for of course if 
you cut her I shall have to cut him. Luckily he 
doesn't belong to the Travellers. After all, Louisa, I 
needn't be supposed to know anything about it, need I ? 
so, if I meet him " 

The Duchess laughed. 

" No," she said. " You had much better be by way 
of knowing nothing about it. Probably Mr. Blarney 
will take the same line. But," she added, "I shall 
not know Lady Louisa Blarney for the future ; and if 
she wants an explanation, I will manage to get it con- 
veyed to her. Augustus, I must go and dress for 
dinner. I'm appallingly hungry." 



CHAPTEE XXIII 

It was high summer in the North Country. A warm, 
golden haze hung over the woods of Chillingley, veiling 
the distant hills of the Lake district, and a chorus of in- 
numerable birds, hushed during the midday hours, had 
burst forth with ever-swelling melody as the sun sank 
lower towards the western horizon. 

From the deep valley below the terraced gardens in 
front of the house rose the soft murmur of the river 
as the stream hurried between boulders of limestone, 
and beneath fern-clothed rocks on its course to the sea 
some thirty miles away. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer sat beneath the sweeping 
branches of a stately cedar-tree at the end of the 
grassed terrace on to which the windows of the library 
at Chillingley opened; and near him, with a book 
lying open in her lap, was his wife. She had been 
reading to him, and her reading had been interrupted 
by the appearance of servants bringing out tea from 
the house, which they had arranged on wicker tables 
close by. 

Sir Henry Lorrimer was totally blind now. Yet he 
was laughing and talking cheerfully enough — far more 
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cheerfully, indeed, than he had done for months before 
the accident which had deprived him gradually bat 
relentlessly of his eyesight. 

It was wonderful how he had recovered his interest 
in life. The deprivation of one sense seemed to have 
rendered the other senses more acute, and consequently 
to have brought him compensation for his loss. Even 
his garden had become to him a source of greater 
pleasure and enjoyment than it had ever been before. 
By and by, when the sun should have sunk behind the 
wooded heights across the valley, he would walk down 
the flights of stone steps, with their flanking vases 
glowing with the scarlet and blue of geraniums and 
lobelia, and wander among the herbaceous borders, 
every now and then stooping down and passing his 
hand gently over some flowering plant, as though 
the senses of touch and smell supplied that other 
sense which had gone from him for ever. 

And Katherine, his almost constant companion on 
these little excursions, would wonder at the accuracy 
of his observations and criticisms; while the head- 
gardener, who was a Scotsman, regarded his occasional 
objections to the grouping of certain colours, or to 
the preponderance of one tint over another in some 
flower-bed, as something little short of uncanny in a 
blind man. 

Many a time, when she had first seen him touching 
his flowers and shrubs in this kind of questioning 
manner, Katherine had turned away with a choking 
sensation in her throat and a deep pity at her heart, 
but latterly she had grown accustomed to the pathos of 
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it. Moreover, she had become convinced that her hus- 
band experienced a pleasure almost identical with that 
which he would feel could he see with his eyes the 
Nature around him he loved so well. 

She had been reading aloud to him for more than an 
hour, and now they were both silently enjoying the 
calm beauty of the summer afternoon, as the lengthen* 
ing shadows crept stealthily over the turf and up the 
grey walls of the house. The scent of honeysuckle and 
roses, of stately white lilies and humble mignonette 
that grew beside the stone balustrade of the terrace 
where they were sitting, began to rise in the cooling 
air. Overhead a lazy procession of rooks winged its 
way to the woods beyond the river, and occasionally 
a harsh cry seemed to strike like a false note, as a 
heron swept down towards its evening fishing-grounds, 
with its flight so laboured in appearance, and yet so 
swift in reality. 

Katherine Lorrimer, glancing at her husband, noted 
the expression of quiet content on his face. She was 
scarcely conscious that, as she did so, a faint sigh 
escaped her. 

Sir Henry heard it, however, and his face clouded 
suddenly. 

" Katherine," he said, turning his head towards her, 
" life has become terribly monotonous for you. You 
must go away for a month or so — pay some visits and 
see some fresh faces — not shut yourself up with a 
blind man." 

Katherine looked at him and smiled. Then she 
remembered that he could not see her smile. 
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"Why do you talk nonsense?" she said, lightly. 
4 'Have I given you any reason to think that I am 
bored — that I want fresh faces?" 

"You sighed just now," said Sir Henry; "I daresay 
you didn't know it — but I heard you." 

" Did I ? I daresay," returned Katherine. " Every- 
thing is so beautiful this evening," she added, " and 
beautiful things often make one feel sad without 
knowing the reason — don't you think so ? " 

Sir Henry was silent for a moment. 

" We must have people here," he said presently; " I 
am quite fit for it now. Indeed, I must get accus- 
tomed to see strangers; it is absurd to mind. You 
have spoiled me, Katherine." 

" So you are tired of my company, and you long for 
a change ? " said Katherine, laughing. 

" Tired ? " exclaimed Sir Henry, " tired ? my God ! " 

"Well," Katherine continued gravely, "if you are 
perpetually advising me to leave Chillingley, what else 
can I think?" 

Sir Henry shook his head. " You could not be so 
foolish as to think that," he said. "But I have no 
right to be selfish, Katherine. I was selfish enough 
when I married you " 

" Hush ! It was I who was selfish then ! " exclaimed 
Katherine in a low voice. 

" You should have married a man who could play 
a part in the world — not a useless log like me," said 
Sir Henry. " I have often thought that it was a pity 
you didn't come across Latimer before I appeared on the 
scene. Clever fellow, Latimer, but he wants ballast." 
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Katharine's face flushed suddenly, and then she 
laughed. 

11 Oh," she said, " and am I ballast ? " 

" You and he would have ' gone far/ as the French 
say," proceeded Sir Henry. "At any rate, it would 
have been a better life for you than herding a blind man 
about a garden." 

Katherine sprang up from her chair, her face 
quivering with emotion. 

" Henry ! " she exclaimed, " are you mad? Cannot 
you see — cannot you understand? I want nothing — 
no one, only you ! Surely you know that — now ! " 

"I do know," he answered quietly. "You — pity 
me, Katherine — but pity is not love." 

" Is it not ? " she returned. " I do not know — for I 
do not pity you, Henry." 

Sir Henry Lorrimer got up quickly and made a step 
towards her. Then he stopped, and passed his hands 
across his eyes. It was the old, despairing gesture 
that had wrung Katherine's heart when he had first 
learned that he must be blind. 

"You — do not pity me, Katherine," he repeated, 
"then— what ?" 

"I did pity you," said Katherine, softly; "but 
now — well, Love is blind, they say." 
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Tenth Thousand. Clotky 6s. 



pre** Opinion*. 

" When one reflects on the temporary character of the attractions exercised 
by Rome on two novelists now prominently before the public, there is a certain 
sense of security in listening to a man whose attachment to the Eternal City is 
as unswerving as that of Mr. Bagot His is no passing fancy, no affair of the 
senses. He does not look at Rome with the emotional eye of the tourist, nor 
scarify her with the pen of the hired interviewer, nor discuss her with the cold 
shallowness of the outside critic. She grips him, and he is content to be her 
thrall, but not so as to be blind to her imperfections. Indeed, the subject that 
bulks most largely in ' Donna Diana ' is the exposure of the scandals by which 
Rome, and especially the Rome of the Vatican, is beset He avoids the crude 
personalities of those who attack directly the head of the Roman Church. 
But his criticism is none the less damaging for being general ; it is even 
heightened and saddened in its effect by its obvious sincerity and broad- 
mindedness. The book, for many reasons, is a fine one." — The Times, 

" It is cleverly handled, it is interesting, it is based on real knowledge, 
gained without question at first hand ; above all, the characters seem to be 
alive. Mr. Bagot's sketches of prominent personages in his Roman drama are 
admirably suggestive and interesting. He writes like an artist, not so anxious 
to produce lurid passages as to lead us from point to point in a story which is 
not the less engrossing because it is developed with restraint and leisurely 
skill."— Daily Telegraph. 

" Mr. Bagot writes of Rome as a man of knowledge, culture, and refine- 
ment, and his book, so far as it deals with Rome itself, is delightful to 
read." — Morning Post. 

" Mr. Bagot's romance is worth reading."— Z)a//y Mail. 

" The book will be welcomed and enjoyed by all who have appreciated his 
earlier works." — Manchester Guardian 

"The book is full of good scenes and well-drawn characters."— Speaker 

" In Mr. Bagot's ( Donna Diana ' we have a novel which captures for us the 
very spirit and savour of living Rome."— Monti ng Leader. 

"This splendid story of Mr. Bagot's. . . . The Roman people and their 
surroundings are described familiarly in the picturesque language of the 
scholar-artist that loses nothing of its force in frequent touches of fine 
sarcasm, and the high distinction promised by the opening paragraphs is in no 
sense diminished but rather developed as the story draws to a dramatic but 
happy close."— Methodist Times. 
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CASTING OF NETS 

By RICHARD BAGOT. 



Ninth Impression. Cloth, 6s. 



press Opinion*. 

" The book is lifted head and shoulders above the great majority of novels 
with a purpose by the scholarly pleasantness of the writing, the vividness of 
the characters, and the skill with which a slowly moving plot is never allowed 
to lose its interest" — Manchester Guardian. 

" The book savours of a purpose ; but that does not interfere with its art 
lis restraint and insight, its true and unforced pathos, its picturesque touches 
of description, and, we may add, its admirable style, ought to win for Mr. 
Bagot the high place he certainly deserves as a thoughtful and conscientious 
writer." — Literature. 

" The courage of the author is undisputed, and the ability and force with 
which he has denounced the unwarranted intrusion of the priest in domestic 
affairs cannot be overlooked," — Spectator. 

" It is true that Mr. Bagot's primary object appears to have been to expose 
the kind of wiles by which a certain class of Roman Catholic strives to win 
converts of wealth and position. But merely to state this, and to say no 
more would be to do scant justice to Mr. Bagot's close acquaintance with 
English and with Roman society, to his cleverness in giving us readable 
sketches of both, and in drawing lifelike and amusing characters. — Times. 

" Singularly interesting reading. The casuistry, the manoeuvring, the 
delicately veiled misrepresentation which the enthusiastic ladies and priests 
employ to accomplish their ends, and the trouble they bring about, are told 
with a knowledge of the subject and of the world, and with a cleverness 
which is as remarkable as it is rare to find in any novel. Although the book 
is physiological it is anything but heavy, and here and there the dry humour 
of the situations evokes hearty chuckles of enjoyment We do not suppose 
for an instant that members of the Roman Catholic Church will regard Mr. 
Bagot's very plain speaking with favour, but that will not diminish the 
appreciation which the book, as a whole, will deservedly find in other 
quarters." — Daily News. 

" Its brilliance will delight all who can approach it without strong pre- 
possessions one way or other." — Daily Express. 

" It is so cleverly written that, despite the great issues it develops, it never 
either rants or bores, and is well worth reading for the distinction of its 
literary style."— Onlooker. 
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THE DIARY OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

Edited by Major-General Sir J. F. MAURICE, K.C.B. 
Two wis. Demy Zvo. With Portrait and Maps. 305. nett. 

This Diary covers the whole of Sir John Moore's military career from 
the time when he first saw service in Corsica in 1793 t0 within a fort- 
night of his death at Corunna in 1809. It seems to have been written 
with the minute care and perspicacity that characterized all Moore's 
work, and has been printed with scarcely the change of a word from 
the original. It not only contains a vivid record of military events 
during a momentous period, but gives free expression to the writer's 
views on his contemporaries, civil and military, on the policy pursued 
by Ministers, and the means adopted to face the gravest danger that has 
ever threatened the existence of Great Britain as an independent Power. 

1 We venture to say that since Napier's " Peninsular War " we have had no more 
interesting contribution to British military history than this Diary of Moore. Bulky as 
are the volumes, it is impossible to miss a page without being tempted to turn back. . . . 
Take it all in all, there are few more brilliantly instructive careers in the records of the 
Army ; and in the fascinating pages of the frankest of diaries young aspirants to name and 
fame have the model of the ideal soldier.' — Times. 

* Two brilliant volumes, well worthy to be set by the side of Napier's " History of the 
Peninsular War." The journal is of unusual interest, for it is exceedingly outspoken and 
frank.' — Daily Telegraph. 

' All who care for the history of the great struggle with France will owe a debt of 
gratitude to Sir J. F. Maurice for his admirably edited volumes.' — World. 

' A contribution to military biography of supreme and many-sided interest. Every page 
is engrossing.' — St. James's Gazette. 
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THE BACK BLOCKS OF CHINA. 

By R. LOGAN JACK, LL.D., F.G.S., 

Late Government Geologist of Queensland. 

Demy Svo. With Illustrations and Maps. 10s. 6d. nett. 

This is an account of the travels in the Western interior of China of a 
party engaged in examining mining properties at the time of the anti- 
foreign Boxer outbreak in 1900. Owing to the unsettled condition of 
affairs, they were obliged to leave China by way of Burma, and in doing 
so traversed a great deal of country previously untrodden by Europeans. 

' Among the many books of Chinese travel produced within recent years there has been 
none surpassing in interest and information the volume in which Dr. Logan Jack has 
recorded the adventures of himself and the other members of a party of British travellers 
who were compelled to quit the Celestial Empire "by the back door," as he humorously 
expresses it, at the time of the outbreak of the boxer rising in 1900.'— World. 

'The reticence and serenity of this book impress the reader far more than any fine 
writing or heroics would ; this grim picture of a handful of British, cheerful and determined, 
travelling with untroubled air among alien races and unknown regions, has an attractive- 
ness all its own. Dr. Jack's book is a perfect storehouse of information on the manners 
and habits of the Chinese.' — St. James's Gazette, 



THE STOCK EXCHANGE. 

By G. D. INGALL and GEORGE WITHERS. 

Crown Svo. 55. nett. 

This book is intended for the instruction not only of the general 
investing public — astonishingly ignorant, as a rule, of the actual 
processes whereby they make their profits or losses, as the case may be 
— but also for the youth who contemplates stockbroking or stock- 
jobbing as a career. The Stock Exchange is for many reasons a 
difficult subject to deal with satisfactorily within a moderate compass. 
The authors of this handy volume, however, who are well-known 
experts in Stock Exchange matters, have succeeded in covering the 
ground with remarkable completeness. 

From the history and constitution of the Stock Exchange the reader 
passes to the work of a broker's office. The c bargain ' is traced from its 
inception with the client's order to the balancing of the account. A 
description is given of the various markets in the ' House ' and of the 
peculiar methods sometimes employed in ' making' a market. The 
different classes of securities are discussed, as are also the duties of 
broker and client respectively. Two interesting chapters are devoted 
to ' The Stock Exchange ' as a career, and the book is completed by a 
glossary of Stock Exchange terms. 



THREE YEARS IN THE KLONDIKE. 

By JEREMIAH LYNCH. 
Demy Svo. With numerous Illustrations. 12s. 6d. nett. 

• Mr. Lynch's account of his journey to the district, and of his long stay there in the 
character of miner, should not only be of great service to future visitors, but makes 
fascinating reading. It is more impressive than any fiction could be, the narrative having 
both light and shade. There is scarcely a paragraph which is not quotable, and if we 
began to make excerpts we should find it difficult to end.' — Globe. 

' Not only an interesting record of personal experiences, but it is well written and 
extremely readable throughout, giving some of the best pictures yet presented of the 
district.' — Daily Chronicle. 

1 Mr. Lynch's book is good reading and the photographs which illustrate it are 
delightful. — Manchester Guardian, 

' Only those who read such thrilling pages of true adventure can form any idea of the 
bustle of the gold-miner's life. All incidents are set down plainly, with manifestly unconscious 
dramatic power ; even the anecdotes, in which the volume abounds, are instinct with 
vigour.' — Irish Times. 



BRITISH RAILWAYS. 

ZTbcic ®rdanf3atfon an& ASanagement 

By HUGH MUNRO ROSS. 
Crown Svo. 55. nett. 

There is, perhaps, no subject which appeals more forcibly to the 
general public than the management of the railways of this country. 
Whether as travellers, traders, or investors, the whole community are, 
in one way or another, compelled to take an interest in it. At the 
present time, when the methods of British managers are being criticised 
with more than usual severity, and the future of British railways excites 
in many minds the gloomiest prognostications, this convenient hand- 
book on the whole question will, it is believed, be especially welcome. 

Mr. Ross writes with knowledge, and handles his complicated theme 
with the utmost lucidity. He explains the system whereby the various 
companies compete and co-operate with each other, and the different 
sources from which they derive their revenue. He describes the 
methods of administration and the elaborate means by which traffic in 
all its branches is carried on. He discusses the problems of economical 
goods and passenger train working, and makes out a better case for the 
companies than travellers on some lines might suppose possible. The 
question of rates for merchandise is exhaustively dealt with, and the 
book concludes with a most instructive chapter on capital, working 
expenses, and dividends. 



THROUGH THE LANDS OF THE 

SERB. 

By M. E. DURHAM. 
Demy &vo. With numerous Illustrations. 14J. nett. 

' It is a mistake for a hardened reviewer to allow himself enthusiasms, and he would 
deserve to be ridiculed if he were to declare at the commencement of a notice of Miss 
Durham's book that it is about the best book of travels ever written. It may be safe, 
however, to refer the reader to the volume, and to whet his appetite by means of quotation 
from it . . . There is hardly a point at which we can offer any but favourable criticism 
on Miss Durham's admirable book, our extracts from which will, we hope, tempt many to 
read it.' — Atkenctum. 

* Miss Durham has not told us in her admirable book on the Servian countries that she 
had any particular object in visiting the out-of-the-way corner of Europe which she describes 
with a delightful freshness and vigour, and we can only conclude she is a traveller for 
travel's sake. Be this as it may, her power of selecting the picturesque moments and of 
carrying her readers with her on her unusual journey is remarkable. . . . She had a 
number of remarkable experiences, on which she has written a book which is full of good 
things, and conveys much useful information.' — Morning Post 

* Miss Durham has written a most bright and vivacious narrative. The interest of her 
book, while naturally both geographical and ethnological, is, above all, human, for it is 
the people she has gone to see rather than their country ; and in hardly any section of the 
earth's surface of equal extent can you find so many and so diverse types.' — St. /anus's 
Gazette. 



OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY FOR 

SCHOOLS. 

By the Rev. T. C. FRY, D.D., 

Hbadmastkr of Berkhamstbd School. 

Crown Zvo. With Maps. 2s. 6d. 

The want of an Old Testament History for schools which should 
frankly accept the main conclusions established by modern criticism has 
long been felt. Dr. Fry, holding that it is a safeguard to true religion 
that the new views of the Old Testament should be regarded as part of 
religious, and not anti-religious teaching, and believing that the faith of 
the next generation largely depends on the truth being told, has written 
this book, generally speaking, from the critical standpoint. Although 
primarily intended for the use of schools, it may be recommended 
to parents who find difficulty in answering their children's questions on 
Bible problems, and desire to possess, in a simple and trustworthy 
form, a moderate statement of present-day views. 



THE BINDING OF THE NILE AND 

THE NEW SOUDAN. 

By the Hon. SIDNEY PEEL, 

Author op ' Trooper 8oo8, I.Y.' 

Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. nett. 

1 The judicious selection and arrangement of the facts brought out in Lord Cromer's 
report render this volume an indispensable addition to the library of every student of our 
Egyptian policy, sustaining comparison with Lord Milner's monumental work "England 
in Egypt."'— Morning Post. 

' After the number of dull and indifferent works about Egypt which have been published 
during the last few years, it is a pleasure to welcome a volume so sound, sensible and 
interesting as Mr. Sidney Peel's new book. Mr. Peel goes straight to the point. He 
deals solely with the two new features of real interest in the Nile Valley — the new irrigation 
works in Egypt, and the occupation of the Soudan. He is an able writer and a shrewd 
observer, and the manner of his writing might serve as a model for young Englishmen 
who travel and write.' — The Times. 



SPORT AND TRAVEL IN 
THE NORTHLAND OF CANADA, 

1898-1902. 

By DAVID T. HANBURY. 

Demy Svo. With Five Coloured Plates, Numerous Illustrations, and 

Two Maps. 165. nett 

Mr. Hanbury's sphere of adventure lies between the so-called 
' barren ' region to the west of Hudson Bay and the northern coasts 
and islands of the American continent. This account of his travels 
may not inspire many to emulate his achievements, but it will certainly 
please all who take an interest in unexplored lands and their scarcely 
better known inhabitants. Mr. Hanbury has, perhaps, a unique 
experience of the Eskimo. He has lived with them summer and 
winter, and he seems to have a very high opinion of their trust- 
worthy and friendly disposition. His descriptions of life in a snow- 
house, of the manners and customs of the natives, and of the hunting 
expeditions on the results of which their very existence depended, are full 
of curious detail, and reveal the sportsman's trained power of observation. 

The book is copiously illustrated with drawings and photographs, 
and its permanent value is enhanced by a historical sketch of explora- 
tion in Northern Canada and numerous scientific appendices. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE ARMY. 

By L. S. AMERY, 

Editor op '"The Times" History of the War in South Africa.' 

Crown Svo. 6s. nett. 



Second Impression. 

POLITICAL CARICATURES, 1903. 

By F. CARRUTHERS GOULD. 

Super royal $to. 6s. nett. 
Also an Edition de Luxe 0/100 large-paper copies, numbered and signed 

by F. C. G. t £2 2s. nett. 

This is a volume containing more than 100 specially selected Cartoons 
by the inimitable caricaturist of the Westminster Gazette. 



NEW NOVELS. 

Crown Zvo. dr. each. 



LOVE'S PROXY. 



By RICHARD BAGOT, 

Author of ' Casting of Nets,' ' Donna Diana,' etc 

MAUREEN. 

By EDWARD McNULTY, 

Author of 'Misthbr O'Ryan,' 'The Son of a Peasant,' etc. 

MISS CAROLINE. 

By THEO DOUGLAS. 

THE VULGAR TRUTH. 

By L. LOCKHART LANG. 

THE ANTIPODEANS. 

By MAYNE LINDSAY. 

THE REAPER. 

By EDITH RICKERT. 



Sixth Impression. 

MY MEMOIRS. 

By HENRI STEPHAN DE BLOWITZ. 

Edited by STEPHAN LAUZANNE DE BLOWITZ. 

Demy Svo. With Portrait. i$s. nett. 

' One of the most interesting and important books of the year.' — St. James's Gazette. 



Fourth Impression. 

ODDS AND ENDS. 

By FRANCIS PIGOU, D.D., Dean of Bristol, 

Author op 'Phases op My Lips,' etc. 

Demy Svo. 16s. 

' A second budget of reminiscent and anecdotal good things every whit as varied and 
amusing as the first.' — World. 

FURTHER RECOLLECTIONS OF 

A DIPLOMATIST. 

By the Right Hon. Sir HORACE RUMBOLD, Bart.,G.C;B.,G.C.M.G. 

Demy Svo. 15J. nett. 

* Sir Horace Rumbold ... is even more interesting than he was in his earlier volumes.' 
— Athenamm. 

ROUND KANGCHENJUNGA. 

By DOUGLAS W. FRESHFIELD, F.R.G.S., 

Lately President op the Alpine Club. 

Royal Svo. With Maps and numerous Illustrations. iSs. nett. 

* The book is one of the best that has been published on mountain exploration/ — Sir 
Martin Conway in Academy and Literature. 



THIRTY SEASONS IN SCANDINAVIA. 

By E. B. KENNEDY. 
Demy Svo. With numerous Illustrations. 10s. 6d. nett. 



VALEDICTORY SERMON. 

Preacbeb at St. pbtltp's, IRegent Street, on Sunfcag, J^bniar? 7, 1904. 

By FRANCIS PIGOU, D.D., Dean of Bristol. 

Paper covers^ 6d. nett. 



I 

I 

I 



8 
Fifth Impression. 

THREE ROLLING STONES IN JAPAls 

By GILBERT WATSON. 
Demy Zoo. With numerous Illustrations. 12s. 6d. nctt. 

AUSTRALIND. 

B narrative of Wandering* in Western Australia and tbe Aalag £a 

By HENRY TAUNTON. 



Demy Svo. 10s. 6d. nett. 
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Second Impression. 

LADY ANNE'S WALK. 

By ELEANOR ALEXANDER. 
Large crown Svo. With Photogravure Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

' A charming, wandering, rambling book, full of tbe grace and sweetness that an 
often wafted to England nowadays from the Irish shore.' — The Times. 

PAT M'CARTY, FARMER OF 
ANTRIM: HIS RHYMES. 

By JOHN STEVENSON. 
Crown &vo. 6s. nett. 

' Altogether a very notable achievement.' — Academy and Literature. 

MEMORIES OF THE MONTHS. 

Third Series. 

By the Right Hon. Sir HERBERT MAXWELL, Bart, M.P 

Large crown Zvo. With Photogravure Illustrations, js. 6d. 

' We have no living writer on the subject who possesses quite the same qualities. 
There are few people interested in country things who, having made the acquaintan 
one of the volumes, would not welcome any successor.'— .S^/afcr. 



NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 

Third Impression. 

THE LIFE OF FATHER DOLLING 

By the Rev. C. E. OSBORNE. 
Crown Zvo. With Portrait. 6s. 
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